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	1. Welcome Home

A/N: This is the summer BEFORE the final battle, and yes I am making considerable changes. The first change, (I'll reveal them as I go … why spoil your read?) Headmaster Dumbledore is NOT dead. (That will happen in the next couple of chapters … I just need him for a bit). I will not change the major events starting from when the trio set out to destroy the Horcruxes (just going to start them a little later) all the way leading up to the attack of Severus Snape by Nagini. However, anything after the death of Voldemort is mine to manipulate, including any and all relationships.

Oh, in case my disclaimer isn't clear – I own nothing, (except the plot), all characters are properties of their respective owners (which is not me), and I still haven't received any money. After all, this is for fun and a great stress outlet for me.

This will include the Dom / Sub & A/B/O.

Chapter One – Welcome Home

**Flashback**

Poppy was doing her standard overview of what to expect when you reach seventeen. She generally has this talk during Christmas of the fifth year, so that everyone is ready. Her lecture just concluded with the girls and now she started in on the boys._ "Now, for you gentlemen. There are, again, three outcomes, alpha, beta, or omega. An Alpha, who is generally the dominant partner, will have a few changes. The penis will elongate about 1 – 2 inches and girth will be added. This varies from alpha to alpha, you will gain anywhere from 1 – 2.5 inches. These changes are made so that you are able to adequately perform the mating bond between you and your omega. The next change is more uncomfortable, your knot will form, unexpectedly and without warning. When the knot forms, you will require one of the tools an alpha use so that you are able to ejaculate repeatedly until the knot deflates." _A few nods towards Malfoy and Potter as both were expected to become alphas. There were a few jeers and crude comments before the lecture could resume.

_"Now, another outcome is to become an omega. The male who changes into an omega will experience light abdominal cramps and feel warm to the touch. When the symptoms start, you will need to be isolated from everyone, as your pheromones will begin to emit at a low dosage. The cramping will become more painful, and there is nothing that can be given to ease the pain of the change. The body will run a high temperature as the change occurs, as your body is making the necessary changes. The cramping signifies that you are making a womb for any children you may bear, and a new canal for your alpha and or child to be born. As soon as the cramps subside, you will be given a potion, known as a suppressant, to stop the pheromones from being emitted. This entire change happens over the course of a year. The cramps won't be as bad; they will just be tolerable."_ A couple of boys were already holding their abdomen … and a few boys made comments about how their girlfriends were always bitching about their menstrual cramps.

_"The last change is to become a beta. As anti-climactic as this sounds, you don't change at all. You will not experience any symptoms and will go about your day as if it were any other."_

**End Flashback**

When the lecture was over, Harry had made the decision to leave home before his seventeenth birthday. There was no way he was going to live through the process because his uncle would surely kill him.

The real question was … where would he go? He couldn't live at Grimmauld Place … that was just too creepy. Not to mention Sirius' mother always yelling. Then an idea came to him, not knowing if it was even feasible, he had to contact Dobby.

Sealing his bed with the curtains with a charm then casting a silencing charm so that no one could open them, he called for his elf. "Dobby?"

With a soft pop, the little elf appeared at the end of his bed. "Yes, master, what can Dobby do for you?"

"More of a question really. Is it possible that the blood wards of Privet Drive include four stories beneath the house?"

The little thought for a moment, as if trying to pull the information from a very rusty file cabinet. "I don't know." Without warning, the little elf popped away.

Harry sat there confused, he didn't dismiss the little elf. When the space was empty for about a minute, it was decided to cancel the charms in place. As soon as his wand was raised, the little elf popped back in.

"Yes. If you make a connection to the home in some form or fashion the blood wards are extended to beneath the residence."

"Then, I have an idea, and I need your help."

Harry and Dobby sat together, making plans for the upcoming summer. When the plans were made, Harry used all of his Hogsmeade weekends to ensure that he had everything that he needed, including a visit to Gringotts. If he couldn't find what he wanted in town, he ordered it and had it delivered, with the request that the item is shrunk as far as possible for easy transportation.

***HP***

The trio sat together on the train talking about everything. Their conversation hopped around covering: the fears of the change, what pranks they were going to play next year, then hopping over to the professional quidditch teams that were playing over the summer. There was literally no topic that was safe. Just before the train entered the station, Hermione gave Harry a big hug. "No matter what happens this summer, Harry. You must write."

Harry looked at her. "I will."

Ron was shocked. He rarely wrote over the summer because of his uncle and the tight restrictions Harry lived under on a daily basis.

It was then he explained what he and Dobby had done since learning of alpha, beta and omega's over Christmas. The only thing that came out of Ron's mouth was "Brilliant".

With the train at a dead stop, he gave each of them a hug. When he hugged Ron, he said quietly "I am very relieved that this will be the very last time you will need to spend any amount of time in that wretched place." And let him go.

All three of them departed the train, and exited onto the platform, and while he knew he should be doing what everyone else was, he just stood there and watched as his two best friends grab their trunks and head out to happily greet their families. Hermione had called out, just before disappearing through the wall, "Now, whatever you do, don't forget to write."

Resigning himself to his fate, he retrieved his trunk, from the platform, then took a deep breath and made his way to the magical wall that divided him from the safety of Hogwarts, that would put him face to face with his "family". It didn't take long before he heard Petunia and her scratchy, nasal filled voice say loud enough for all of Britain to hear "There's the boy!" all the while pointing in his direction.

"About bloody time!" Vernon made the hasty three or four steps to grab the back of Harry's neck, apply painful pressure and forcefully lead him to the car. Vernon was never one to hide how he felt, ever. "You made us wait on that bloody platform! We were surrounded by all your freak friends." Waiting for just half a heartbeat he continued "'Tunia and I are very happy that this year, as this year will be the **last** year we will ever have to be in your presence again." Vernon's voice was coated in disgust.

During the ride back to Privet Drive, Vernon, continued to make his desires crystal clear about the conditions of his return. "As normal, Dudley will **not** give up his second bedroom. You **will** go back under the stairs to the cupboard, and you **will** resume your duties to the house as if you never left." Harry could only use the one weapon he had, his desperate pleas to not be placed under the cupboard, "I hate that place!". Of course, this brought a nasty smile to Vernon's lips guaranteeing that this is exactly where he would go, which is ultimately what he wanted. _Maybe I should have let that hat place me in Slytherin. _Vernon continued on "Now, we will be gracious and allow you time to unpack and get situated… fifteen minutes ought to be enough, then you are to prepare dinner."

As the car pulled into the nondescript driveway of the Dursley's home, he was warned once again to put on a smiling face and pretend to be happy he was home. The image, which was very important to Vernon, presented a loving family to anyone who may have looked through their windows to see them.

As the family walked into the house, Vernon grabbed Harry by the scruff of his neck, opened the door to the cupboard, and tossed him inside. "Dudley ... his trunk." Making room for the trunk, he scooted to one side of the cupboard, thus squeezing him in super tight. Vernon, just gave him a sneer, shut the door and locked it when he left. It was then Dobby had peaked his head out of the false wall, "Master is home. Please allow me to take your trunk to the bedroom." With a snap of his fingers, the little elf and the trunk was gone. Scooting to the false wall, that Dobby made, he found that the little tiny space was now enlarged enough for him to stand and stretch. Once stretched, he placed his hand on the new staircase rail, that would spiral down to his brand new home.

The staircase stopped to reveal a large and open living room with all the furniture he had ordered placed exactly where he wanted. When he designed the space, he required windows in every room and be charmed to match exactly what it looked like outside.

Looking to his elf, "Have you placed all the appropriate wards?" Harry wanted to make sure that nothing he did could be heard or smelled to the occupants up above him. For extra protection, Dobby put the home under the fidelius and added anti-apparition wards to the brand new residence. He was the only witch or wizard allowed to apparate in or out of the home. With the fifteen minutes he had, he explored the home and made sure it was exactly what he designed and wanted.

Dobby had magically transformed the space, using Harry's floor plan, into a beautiful residence. The kitchen which sat just behind the living room, hosted marble tops, stainless steel appliances, and a wonderful island in the middle of food preparation. _This is big enough for Molly to cook three feasts!_ The table was nicely situated in the nook that connected the living room and kitchen. Moving from the kitchen, back to the living room, he noticed the small door, that he knew would host a half bath for his guests. As he continued to walk the large open archway, on his left, opened into a beautiful circular shaped two story library. He had Dobby make copies of every book that was in the Black library, with help from Kreacher, and a few books in the Hogwarts library. The open floor hosted a large fireplace, several comfortable chairs, a table or two and in the center, a sunk in the circular couch that had two sets of stairs with four steps that allowed anyone entrance from the north or south.

Leaving the Library, he continued on his quick journey to the study, that hosted a very large desk for him to complete his summer homework and a special mailbox of Dobby's design. The sender only needed to say "Send this to Harry" or even address it to "Harry" and it would end up in his magical mailbox. The same was true the other way, Harry only needed to address his letter to whomever it needed to go, place it in the box, say its destination and it would arrive at the desired location.

Leaving that room, he found the two spare bedrooms that were joined together by a bathroom and large walk in closet. Satisfied that the spaces were set up beautifully, he had his room for last. The large door at the end of the hall, The elegant golden sheered fabric, draped from the top of the four posters, magically, only enhanced the elegance of his new room. Continuing to scan, the magical windows were covered in miniature blinds with a sheer curtain over the front. His dresser, which he couldn't resist opening, was full of his new wardrobe. The armoire, which was nestled at an angle in the corner housed a rather large television, DVD Player with DVD's to watch, and the newest gaming system with every game that had been released for the system.

Once he was satisfied that all his things had been placed into their proper home, he headed back to the kitchen to eat a quick meal that his little elf prepared. Finishing his meal, Dobby snapped the dishes to the sink as Harry made his way up to the Dursley's home.

Just as he positioned himself into the cupboard once again, the sound of the unlatching of the locks were heard. Vernon stood in the doorway, and just waited for the boy to approach his aunt with his head down and hands behind his back, just as he had been taught to do from an early age, Harry's voice came out a near whisper "Ma'am, what would you like for me to prepare for your meal this evening?"

Petunia had straightened herself up, looked at the boy and simply said "Filet Mignon, asparagus spears, herbal carrots with sweet rolls." Then walked away.

Not questioning the meal specifics, Harry set about to the kitchen and began to prepare. He found nearly everything frozen. Looking up to see the clock, he barely had an hour to get the meal made. Turning the tap on in the sink to "hot", feeling for the temperature of the water, he then placed the stopper in the sink and watched as the tub began to fill. Carefully watching to see that the water would hold, he went to the freezer and pulled all the frozen ingredients, and shut the freezer door. Placing the frozen items in the warm water would normally take three hours to thaw, and had decided to ask Dobby for a little assistance "Don't come, but Dobby can you help speed up this thawing process?" Placing his hand in the water he noticed that it had in fact become very hot. "Thank you, Dobby". Removing his hand from the water, he then set about retrieving all pots needed for cooking. Constantly watching the clock, he felt as though he was on one of those cooking shows that gave the contestants a list of materials and make what they could under a time constraint. Harry had just made the deadline with the placement of the last dish on the table as Vernon rounded the corner.

The whale of a man, looked over the meal that was still steaming from their various dishes, and then looked at Harry "Did you use any magic to cook this dinner?" Satisfied that Harry was looking down with his hands behind his back shook his head in a negative response. "Good, Good." Taking a deep breath to smell the deliciousness of the meal spread before him, Vernon continued "Not that **you** will be able to enjoy any of this meal, **we** are celebrating **my** promotion at work." Then with a hand dismissed Harry.

That was his cue to go back to his cupboard. Vernon had, of course, followed him, and once he was safe, crammed inside, he looked up and saw an evil grin spread across his uncle's face before the door was shut and could hear the multitude of locks being latched into place, once again. Knowing this is where he would be staying until he was required to be up at the crack of dawn to prepare breakfast and start in on the long list of chores that Vernon and Petunia would hand him. He listened for the heavy steps of his uncle to recede before escaping down to his own living quarters.

His first order of business, a really hot shower.

Standing under the hot jet streams of water, his body was becoming to come to life. Ever since "the talk" at Christmas, his hormones finally kicked in and he found himself in more awkward situations every time he would hear any man's voice, with the exception of Draco's. With the image in his head of strong, muscled man with a rather large and thick alpha sized appendage hanging between their legs, his manhood came to attention. Bringing images to him mind, that Madam Pomfrey shared. The relief came and shot his load over the walls of his shower. He had known for a while that he preferred men, and when he turned seventeen he wanted to become an omega so that he could be filled to the brim with an alpha, just to be knotted. No one knew his preference – and he was going to keep it that way until his birthday.

With the shower done, and his urges somewhat satisfied, he brushed his teeth and crawled into bed naked. Just before he drifted off to sleep he made sure that an alarm was set for 4:30 in the morning to ensure that he was in the cupboard before his aunt opened the door to find him missing.

The summer had gone on as usual for Harry. Working until he was exhausted, cooking lavish meals but never partaking in the enjoyment of eating said meal. (He and Dobby had worked a system during the first week of summer, that whatever Harry made for the Dursleys for dinner, Dobby would make for Harry.) Harry, would never admit to his "family", but he did get some satisfaction from working the garden. Overseeing the transformation of the unintended garden – removing all the undesirable weeds and other rubbish it was returned to its former beauty. He even found a few snakes in the garden who were willing to help him keep the garden in its current state in exchange for meals that they could enjoy. The Dursley's literally worked him from dawn until dusk, leaving him only time for a shower, a little private time with his imagination and sleep.

The week of his birthday approached faster than even he was willing to admit, Hermione and Ron had written to ask if they, and all the Weasley's, could visit and celebrate him becoming an adult. Not being able to answer his friends with an immediate reply was painful for him. Torn between wanting to spend time with the family that had taken him in and his current situation. With the way things were right now, Harry couldn't respond. They worked him all day, and if they came, he would not have time for his adoptive family. However, all that changed the evening of July 29, Vernon announced, a little too smugly, that he and his family would be leaving the very next day and not to return again until August 2. They were to have a vacation to one of the remote islands off the coast of Scotland. While they were away, Harry was to remain locked in the cupboard with scraps to eat until they returned, they wouldn't want to return to the smell of his rotting corpse.

When the very last chore was done, he sought out Vernon. "Uncle? I am finished." Without another word, his Uncle looked around the place, gave it an approval grunt and started walking to the cupboard. "We will give you food in the morning before we depart. Now, in you go." Holding the door open, Harry entered the cramped space, waited for Vernon to lock the door and walk away. When he knew it was safe, he gleefully made his way down the stairs and into his study where he wrote back to his adopted family and invited them all to his new home for the afternoon of his birthday.

_Ron and Hermione:_

_I will be able to host a gathering in my new place on my birthday. What you do not know is that I have this place in lockdown, no one can get in our out without a little magical help. I will be sending Dobby to the Burrow tomorrow, during the lunch hour, collect everyone magical signature so that you may all be allowed entrance._

_I expect you all during the lunch hour of the 31st. I will make sure that lunch is ready for all Weasley's who are coming from out of town. Everyone needs to know that it is my pleasure to just have all of you over for company and that gifts are not needed. _

_See you in two days!_

_Harry_

As he folded the letter, sealed it with his stamp, he placed it into the mailbox "The Burrow, Weasley Residence", and it was off.

The morning of his birthday Harry woke up on his schedule, which was** not** 4:30 in the morning, with a smile on his face. Placing his feet on the floor, he pulled himself to a standing position and shuffled to the kitchen to get his ritualistic morning coffee and was surprised to see breakfast on the table. Not just any breakfast, a table full of all his favorites including Belgian waffles, bacon, hard boiled eggs, with various juices. Knowing that Dobby was responsible, he called the little elf, said thank you and began to tuck into his food. When he finished, he pushed his plate away and simply said to the air "Thank you Dobby." Knowing that his words were heard, he carried his dishes to the sink, knowing his little elf would take care of them later.

The Weasley's were scheduled to arrive during the lunch hour, which gave him several hours before his home was invaded by a sea of red heads. Using his time wisely, he showered, dressed and sent off for the application to test for his apparition license. Just before leaving his study, a "ding" sound alerted Harry that he had mail.

He reached into the box to find a letter from Gringotts. Confusion flashed across his face as he proceeded to carefully open the letter. Rufus, his estate manager, informed him of a withdraw from one of his vaults and included a summation of all his combined vaults and properties. Reading through the summary, he learned that there were people receiving money that he had not authorized. Harry, while a prime of example of being a Gryffindor, acting first and getting explanations later, kept a level head. He wrote back to schedule an appointment to review his accounts but asked if they could come to him as he was unable to apparate.

Placing the letter into the box, he said "Gringotts, care of Rufus" and watched the letter disappear. Just as his Gringotts letter left, another ding was heard and it was a letter from the ministry. It was his application for the apparition test. He carefully filled it in and when he got to the part that asked what days he would be available, he had to think. After careful consideration, he filled it the date he desired and placed the completed application it back into the box. With a simple statement "Ministry of Magic, the Department of Apparition License's", the letter disappeared just like the Gringotts letter.

With a smile on his face, he remembered on the perks about becoming 17 - he could use his magic freely without repercussions from the Ministry, as he was now an adult. He and Dobby quickly and freely using magic, had decorated the large living room with a banner and a multitude of various colored, helium filled balloons with streamers decorating the ceiling in a festive manner. They had bottled water, placed in a tub full of enchanted ice that would never melt, and set out various hors d'oeuvre on the breakfast table while the main meal, courtesy of Dobby, was finishing its cooking process in the oven.

When he was, sure everything he was ready, the little elf popped into view "Dobby will be going to get the Weasley's now. Be back in a jiff." Then popped away. Carefully looking himself over in one of the mirrors and smoothing out his new green silk shirt, and black trousers, he only had to count to three before his body was embraced by body after body of varying red heads greeting him with a hug and birthday wishes.

The event, went smashingly until Ginny wrapped an arm through Harry's. The Weasely's were engaged in various conversations ranging from the new prank that Fred and George had developed to politics within the Ministry. _Now would be as good a time as any to sneak off._ "Ginny," he whispered softly "can I talk with you a moment in private?" Watching Ginny's head nod enthusiastically put a sinking feeling into his stomach. He escorted her to the library, moved to a part of the most private spot he could find and waited for her to sit in one of the chairs.

When she was settled he cleared his throat and began. "Ginny, I would like for you …" before he could even finish his statement, Ginny stood up threw her arms around his neck and kissed him fervently on the mouth. When she stopped he heard her say "Yes, Harry. Absolutely Yes."

He carefully pushed her away from him and led her to the chair once more. This time, kneeling in front of her. "I need to finish what I was saying. Please don't interrupt again." Harry could see the fear in her eyes. "Ginny, I would like for you to know that this upcoming year is going to be dangerous." Placing one of his hands over hers, he continued "Voldemort will stop at nothing until I am dead. This means that anyone with whom he believes is special to me is in danger." He saw the tears begin to form in her eyes. "You know this is true, especially after what happened in the Chamber of Secrets." Watching her body language, he continued "I know that you want nothing more than to be with me, but we … can't happen. We can't happen for two reasons." Taking a steadying breath, he let it go "The first is very obvious, the war. I must protect anyone whom I care for deeply. The second is … and this is going to very hard for you to understand … I don't find you or any female attractive sexually."

Ginny gasped, with her hands flying to her mouth. Carefully between her fingers, her voice nearly a whisper said: "You're gay?"

Harry looked into her eyes, "Yes" and watched as the first tear freed itself from its cage to flow freely down her face. Removing himself from her immediate presence he walked to the archway and stopped. Waiting for whatever hex that she might throw his way, but nothing came. As he entered the living room he was met standing face to face with a slew of confused Weasley's. "If you will all have a seat, I will tell you what just happened." He looked back to Ginny as she sat there and cried and decided that for the moment, it was best if she had her privacy.

He told his surrogate family the exact same thing, and there were a few gasps. He heard Fred tell George to pay up, and Hermione was holding onto Ron before he did something stupid. "I know that this is very disappointing. I felt that since you, who I consider my family, should know. It took me nearly all of this summer to work it out." Taking a breath or two "With today, being my birthday, I don't know what I will change into if anything, but I am hoping that I change into an omega." The faces of his family were now shocked. Everyone had expected him to become an alpha. With this admission, the whole family was stunned silent. "Dobby?" calling out.

"Yes, master sir?" the little elf asked.

Looking down into the large elf eyes, he asked: "Would you please escort whoever wishes to leave back to the burrow?"

"Yes, Master." As he approached the middle of the room, "I will be taking whoever wants to go home now. Just make a linking chain with one person on each side of me holding a hand."

Harry watched as everyone, including Ginny, approached the elf. Hermione hesitated for a moment before asking "Dobby wait for me a second please?" She asked over her shoulder, then approached Harry.

Placing her hands on his arms and stroked a few moments as if gathering her thoughts, she finally said "If anyone deserves happiness Harry, it is you. I wish you the best in finding someone who makes your heart sing and your love soar." Reaching to give him a peck on the cheek, she joined the Weasley's circle and left with a pop. Harry simply collapsed into the nearest piece of furniture, and let a few of his own tears fall. He had broken their hearts.

Dobby popped back and stood in front of Harry. "Master sir?" He waited for Harry to look at him. "I have a message from Mr. Arthur Weasley." Dobby waited as his master looked up at him before handing him the folded parchment. Carefully unfolding the paper, he read the scrawl of the man's handwriting:

_Harry:_

_While the majority of the family is in shock, they will come to accept you, as I have always accepted you, just give them time._

_Dad_

Dobby left his master to wrestle with all the emotions that were flowing through his heart and mind. It was when his master began to sweat, did Dobby become concerned. "Master sir?" Harry looked up "I can feel your magic changing; you are about to become either an alpha or an omega." Deciding that his master needed someone to help, he thought of only one person.

Harry sat alone in his home, with a broken heart, and body changing, on his seventeenth birthday. "Happy bloody birthday to me."

Harry didn't know how long he sat there, He could feel that he was becoming warmer in temperature, and could feel small cramps beginning in his lower abdomen which brought a smile to his face. _I will at least, get the one wish._

It wasn't until he heard the distinct pop of Dobby as he returned that he pushed all his feelings of the day away before he addressed the elf "Dobby, I don't think I am up for dinner. I believe that I will retire for the evening." Standing he began the short walk to his bedroom.

What stopped him mid step was a deep baritone voice that was like silk and went straight to his groin as the words "Your little elf grabbed me, without my permission and brought me to you." Harry turned and found himself looking at Severus Snape.

"Dobby?" His little elf peered around the potion master. "What made you bring him here?"

Dobby looked at him for a moment, "Because, I knew that he could help you through the transition being a trained medi-wizard and potion master. I can feel your magic more clearly – you are going to become an omega."

Harry had to stop a moment. "Yes, I know. I can feel the cramps. Now if you will excuse me." As he turned around to make his way back to the bedroom he became dizzy, his vision went black then with a thud, his body hit the floor.

When he came around, everything was fuzzy "Mr. Potter. You are in the initial stages of the change. You are running a high fever, here take this." Holding a vial to the young man's throat, he watched as it was all swallowed. "I am glad that Dobby came to get me. As you are becoming a sub, I can, administer the suppressant and stay with you until the change has run its course."

"Just great. This day couldn't get any bloody better!" pulling himself up to a sitting position, he realized that he was in his own bed.

"I assume you attended Madam Pomphrey's brief class on the change?" Severus watched as he nodded his head. "Good. The fewer surprises the better." With a snap of his fingers, the vial disappeared. "Harry?" taking a few more sniffs, he could begin to smell the faint odor of a sweet smelling sub. Reaching into his coat, he grabbed another vial. "Here take this." He pushed the light blue colored vial to his lips and watched as he drank the vial to completion.

"What was that?"

"It was a suppressant. It will help mask your scent to any alpha, including me." He watched as the young man in front of him began to rub his lower stomach area … no doubt he was feeling cramps.  
>"Soon, you will feel much stronger cramps, and unfortunately, I can't give you anything to help with the pain."<p>

"And the hits just keep on comin'" As soon as the words left his lips the first cramp hit, "That wasn't too bad.

"They get worse." Severus stood, went to the kitchen, poured himself a glass of water, sat back on the other side of the bed and waited. Harry spent the next three hours, screaming in pain as his body began to make the necessary changes to become an omega. When the majority of the change was complete, he was exhausted and ready to collapse.

"I am going to leave you with a second suppressant and a pain potion. You are to take it first thing in the morning. I will send you a stronger suppressant tomorrow, and you will need to drink it once a week. You will reach maturity next year, the only person who will be able to smell you will be your alpha, your dominant. Your scent will only be clearly identifiable, to him. As long as you take the suppressant once a week, no other alpha will be able to smell you."

"Thank you, Professor."

"Stay here, for the night. You are going to be very sore when you wake up. So take both of those vials. Stay in bed, and get rest. Oh, and Mr. Potter." He said softly but sternly "Happy Birthday."

Then with another pop, the man was gone.

Harry spent the next day and a half mostly in bed. He did as his professor instructed and took the pain potion and the suppressant first thing in the morning. The pain potion relieved a majority of the aches and pains but didn't help him with smooth mobility. Resolved to stay in bed, he and Dobby started to solidify the plans they concocted the latter half of the year when his 'family' returned. Dobby brought his master his meals in bed and helped him to the bathroom when necessary. It wasn't until later that evening that Dobby heard the distinct alert of his mailbox. "I'll get it. Stay there." His little elf went to fetch the letter and presented it to his master. "It's from Professor Snape Master."

Harry opened the letter

_Harry:_

_Here is the stronger suppressant. Take half a vial once a week. I will send more throughout the remainder of summer._

_Professor Snape_

Putting the letter and vial aside, Harry had to focus on was gaining mobility before his 'family' came home.

The day the Dursley's arrived back home from their vacation, Harry was moving rather well. The cramps were minor and tolerable. The plan was to have Dobby expand the cupboard door so that his uncle and cousin could walk through without damaging anything. Satisfied that everything was as it should be, he positioned his trunk in the middle of the living room dressed in his new clothes, sat on his couch, flipping through a quidditch magazine waiting for Dobby to alert him that they had returned and made his way up the stairs.

His 'family' didn't arrive until late that afternoon, but when they walked through the door to see their nephew standing in the living room, wearing nice dress clothes and his wand by his side, all of them were stunned silent. Of course, Vernon pulled himself out of the stupor. "I am only going to say this once, boy." Uncle Vernon was visibly upset as he dropped his luggage to make a direct path to Harry.

Harry in all his quiet calm simply raised his wand carrying hand, gave it a swish and Vernon stopped walking and talking. "You will all follow me." Releasing Vernon, so that he may be able to walk, he went to the enlarged door to the cupboard "This is the entrance to the cupboard. I didn't think these two" referring to Dudley and Vernon. "… would make it otherwise." Pulling the door open he gave another swish of his hand, to remove the false wall, to reveal the staircase. As the family made their way down, they could see the elegance of the room coming into view the more they descended. When they finally reached the bottom Harry turned to face them once again. "This is where I have been living since I have been confined to the cupboard." Turning to his Uncle "Which I have **you** to thank for." Vernon's face turned near purple and Harry just smiled getting supreme satisfaction from the reveal. "I have since packed all my belongings and will leave this place, as I am now 17 and considered an adult in my world. When I am gone, all of this" as he waved to the room "will disappear with me." The faces of his "family" were shocked "I am well aware of the stipend you receive every month from my parents and as of today, you will not get another penny. You were paid to take care of me, and yet you found every way under the sun imaginable to make my life a living hell while I was here. Between the beatings, starvation, and the inappropriate touching. So instead of staying a victim, I have turned all of my memories over the wizard authorities and have you two" He said as he pointed to Petunia and Vernon "placed in a jail cell for a long time." Then turning his attention to his cousin he continued "You, were not as bad as your parents, but you still played a hand in the beatings as you loved to hunt me down in your game of 'Harry Hunting'. I don't know what they will do to you, but I can rest assured it will not be pleasant."

Swishing his hand around again, all of the rooms were gone except the living room where they all stood. "Perhaps if any of you had actually given me a decent childhood, I would have graced your home with such beautiful things as you saw, as I have learned, just recently, that I am the wealthiest wizard in both the muggle and wizarding world. However, … you made your choice." He waited a moment before starting again "I will ask that you all make your way upstairs or die of suffocation when I make this all disappear." Then proceeded to walk up the stairs with the Dursley's fast on his heels.

When all were back in the living room, Harry repeated the same motion with his hand. The family noticed that the door to the cupboard was left open and could see a wall being erected where they had access to the stairs and the door shrinking back to its normal size. "It is gone." Then turned to face his "family". Moving his hand again, he released Vernon from his silence. "Dobby, my broom please." Then in a flash, his broom was in his hand. "Dobby, if you would please take my trunk to our new home, I would be most grateful." Then another pop sounded through the house, Harry's trunk and little elf disappeared.

Walking out the front door, he cast a notice-me-not, mounted his broom and made for the air.

Soaring high into the sky, he made a good show of his departure. He wanted to be sure that they understood that what he showed them was gone, and wasn't ever coming back. Now that he had been in the air for fifteen minutes, he landed in the most isolated spot in the park, still under the notice me not charm, where they agreed to meet. "Dobby, pop me back home please." The little elf popped Harry back to his new residence … under the Dursley home. He only made a show of making the home disappearing, after all, this was **his** home and it was put together through a painstaking process that he was not about to give up after only four weeks. Not to mention all the protective wards that were put into place.

Taking a look around he noticed everything was in its proper place and the only change to his new place was the absence of the stairs and the false wall in the cupboard. He would have no more need to see those people ever again.

For the first time in his life, Harry finally felt liberated.

***TBC***


	2. Reprecussions

A/N: This is the summer BEFORE the final battle, and yes I am making considerable changes. The first change, (I'll reveal them as I go … why spoil your read?) Headmaster Dumbledore is NOT dead. (That will happen in the next couple of chapters … I just need him for a bit). I will not change the major events starting from when the trio set out to destroy the horcruxes (just going to start them a little later) all the way leading up to the attack of Severus Snape by Nagini. However, anything after the death of Voldemort is mine to manipulate, including any and all relationships.

Oh, in case my disclaimer isn't clear – I own nothing, (except the plot), all characters are properties of their respective owners (which is not me), and I still haven't received any money. After all this is for fun and a great stress outlet for me. I have no Beta - so if you find any mistakes, I will own them.

This will include the Dom / Sub & A/B/O.

Chapter Two – Repercussions

For a week after declaring his independence, and this new residence 'home', he chose to do as little as possible. He did write to Professor Snape to ask if would make enough of the suppressant to last him, while he went hunting horcruxes.

The very next week a letter arrived from his estate manager, asking if he was available tomorrow and let him know if that was workable with him. He sent off his reply and the location of the nearest apparition point to his home. Dobby would meet him there to bring him into the wards. Satisfied with the response, he sent it back through the mail box. As agreed, the goblin assigned to Harry, from Gringotts appeared the next day. The two of them began to review all of his finances with a careful eye.

It was determined that Dumbledore had assigned himself as Harry's magical guardian and had been taking liberties with the money left to him by his parents. Thinking through all his options he couldn't just alert the headmaster, Harry needed the man to continue to help him prepare for the upcoming battle, so he continued to allow the transfers to continue until Voldemort was dead. The goblin did mention, one of his vaults held his parents Last Will and Testament, that was still sealed. He knew then, that his life, had been manipulated by the headmaster.

Together the two finished the review of his finances, set up the paper work to stop all unauthorized withdrawals at Voldemort's death, created a new vault just for Dumbledore that money would be transferred, then restricted his access to any other vault or properties that he owned. Once that was finished, they continued onto the more pleasant side of their business, creating a debit card to use while shopping in the muggle section of the world. In the wizarding world, the goblin informed him that the merchants, for the most part, preferred to only handle wizarding money and to expect the card to not have much use. Then the last order of business was for Harry to claim the Lordship title to the noble and proud house of both the Potters and the Blacks along with reading of his parent's will.

As the rings were placed on his left hand, they each glowed a beautiful silver before combining themselves into one ring with the Potter and Black crests combined into one. With the new weight added to his left hand, he knew they would get in his way for the upcoming year, and asked the goblin to charm them so no one could see them until Voldemort had been vanquished. The goblin complied, then went to the reading of the will.

His parents had left him more than enough money to last him four lifetimes, all placed in seven different vaults. There were two more vaults set aside for family antiquities if he so desired to peruse the contents. Along with the money and family valuables, he learned of all the property he owned in detail. As his parents will finished, he was stunned to learn that he had to hear Sirius' will. He inherited three more vaults full of money, another vault of family heirlooms and more property, including Grimmauld place – which he promptly gave to The Order of the Phoenix. The goblin did inform him that he gained two seats on the Wizengamot Council as he is Lord of two houses, and with that claim, along with contents of all vaults, he became the wealthiest man in either the wizard or muggle world. _So the bluff I told those people was true?! _

With a very respectful bow, Harry bid the goblin good day and watched him pop away.

Harry spent the days leading up to his apparition test, just like every other teenager, he slacked off. He enjoyed all the pleasures of just watching television, taking naps, reading, playing video games, learning how to widen his variety of cooking skills in the kitchen, and having Dobby help him learn how to apparate properly so that he could pass his test. The only thing that was different, every Saturday morning at the same time, he took half a vial of the lavender liquid, to ensure that his scent was always masked.

The day of his apparition test started like any other: eating breakfast, showering, and pulling on clothes that were made to fit his body. Just before he left, his mailbox alerted him that there was an important letter waiting for him. As he claimed his letter, he ripped the seal, and read the contents.

_Mr. Potter:_

_You have provided written testimony, and unaltered memories of your time with your relatives, as to prosecute your family. We have taken the time to evaluate all of those memories. After review of the evidence provided we questioned your aunt, uncle and cousin using the truth serum, to obtain further evidence._

_It is our duty to report to you our findings. They have been found guilty of neglect, abuse, sexual misconduct._

_As the trials have already been conducted, as your memories, and their testimony provide enough evidence, here is the outcome of those trials._

_**Vernon Dursley**: As he was the one who committed the majority of the heinous acts, he shall serve 10 years in Azkaban. If you so desire, he shall receive the dementor's kiss for the sexual misconduct to your person, at the end of his sentence._

_**Petunia Dursley (nee Evans)**: Because of her intimate knowledge with the magical world, we have deemed that she will serve two years in Azkaban for not reporting the acts as she discovered what was happening to you. While she didn't encourage the malicious behavior of her husband, she didn't try and stop it either._

_**Dudley Dursley**: As he was and still is a minor and under the influence of his uncle he is being re-trained by a mind healer to alter his learned behavior. When we feel he is rehabilitated, we will release him back to society. We shall of course, allow him to live in his family home, provide him with enough money so that he can provide for himself. When he comes of age, we shall also help him locate a job that will allow him to contribute to society._

_We apologize for this gross oversight on our part and wish to compensate you. You shall receive all money that is currently in any bank account owned by the Dursleys. You shall also receive a sum of one million galleons, the highest monetary compensation that we are allowed to give by law, in cases such as this._

_We are also granting you compensation for undue stress held against a wizard for practicing under age magic. While reviewing your cousin's memories, it was revealed that there was in fact, a dementor that had attacked you and your cousin. We award you the sum of 500, 000 galleons for this egregious error brought about from the Wizengamot for not investigating this to the full extent as they should have._

_If you have any questions regarding these findings, please do not hesitate to contact us._

_Ministry of Magic, Auror Department_

With a large smile on his face, Harry knew that justice had been served. With a clear mind, he called for his little elf, and they both disappeared to the ministry.

An hour later, emerged a very happy young man showing off his new license. "I believe that I am going to celebrate Dobby. You are free to do what you wish until I am in need of you again." With that the little elf left with a smile on his face, knowing that his master was truly happy.

***TBC***
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Chapter Three – Second Chances

"Where is he?" Harry was in a panic.

"Where is who, Harry?" Hermione asked

"Snape!" Then ran, as fast as his legs would go, to the last place he had seen him, the shrieking shack.

Harry had found the potion master, in the same position as when he left. Harry could hear how difficult it was for the man inform of him to draw a decent breath, but then Snape was urging him to come closer, using his hand that wasn't on his neck. He heard two words. "Antidote, Dobby." Harry called out to Dobby, and instructed him to locate the potion and bring it right back.

Within seconds the little elf arrived with two things in his hand, a vial full of a potion and a small jar. "Master? He needs to drink this while you apply the salve to the bite marks." Harry didn't say a word, but took the salve from Dobby while the little elf handed the vial to Snape.

"Ready? One, two, three" then as the potion master swallowed the vial potion, Harry applied the salve. He really shouldn't have been amazed when the bite marks began to scab over, but he still let out a small gasp.

With a more assured voice than the first time, the man spoke again. "I need a place to hide. People need to believe that I am dead."

Harry already had the perfect place. "Dobby? Key him in." Harry reached for his professor's wand, placed it in his grasp, then watched as Dobby and Snape disappeared.

As soon as the two disappeared, Harry could hear people running to his location. Taking a deep steady breath, he was ready to face whomever and whatever may come. He was relieved to see that it was Ron and Hermione, followed by Minerva.

***FLASHBACK***

"I don't want this bloody thing!" pointing to the locket around his neck "You think I WANT to be out here being chased by a mad man and putting two of my closest friends in danger?!" Harry was storming the campgrounds and screaming at Ron.

Ron stopped, looked at him confused. "You still think of me as a friend?"

"Ron, just because you are a hot head, and generally rush into things heads first, doesn't mean I drop you as a friend." Walking towards his friend.

"I thought when you turned your back on Ginny, we wouldn't be able to talk again like real mates."

Hermione came up to Ron's side. "I think what he is trying to say Harry, is that he is sorry for acting first and thinking later." Ron as usual could only swallow and shake his head in agreement. "See?"

"Apology accepted." As soon as the words were out of his mouth, Ron hurried to him and gave him a bro hug. "You're always going to be brother, no matter what."

***END FLASHBACK***

All three out of breath, but it was Hermione who began talking between gasping for breath. "Where. Is. He?"

"We can't talk here." He looked into Minerva's eyes, and she knew. "If you would hold onto me," moving closer to the new headmistress of Hogwarts, Harry held out his arm. "I will take you to him." She gracefully put her hand on his arm. He then turned to look at his friends. "The Birthday place. You both will still be recognized, she won't. Send Dobby to the playground upon your arrival." Then using his magic, pulled Minerva with him.

Once all had arrived safely, and Minerva had been keyed into the wards, she truly had no clue as to where they were. Harry simply answered "We are under the home of the Dursely's, and no they have no clue I am here." As Hermione explained everything to their new guest, Harry made his way to the master bedroom.

As he approached the bedroom door, ready to open it all the way with just a push of his hand he heard "Master?" Harry stopped, looked down and saw those large eyes looking back at him. "He is sleeping."

"Good Job, Dobby." Gazing through the door, that had been left open wide enough to see inside, he could see the man who had repeatedly given so much of himself so that he may live to accomplish his destiny.

Since Snape had left him with the memories that, will eventually lead to exonerating him of his involvement with Voldemort, Harry's perspective of him had changed. Yes, he was still a git, but at least his actions leading up to this moment have always been in the best interest of the right side of the war. Now it was his turn to take care of the man.

Turning away from the door and back down the hall towards his guests, he knew what had to be done. As he entered the living area, he motioned for all of them to take a seat. Once everyone had situated themselves on whatever furniture was nearby, Harry took a few breaths to steady himself before releasing his plan.

"Minerva." He looked up to find the woman looking up at him "After today you are to never step foot in here again. I will have you removed from the wards. I already know I can trust you to not reveal my location or my guest to anyone, so obliviation won't be necessary." He watched as shock crossed across her face. "Ron. Hermione." He found the face of his longtime friends, "Both of you, along with anyone who had been her previously will be removed from the wards as well. Both of you will also be obliviated as to my new guest." Ron opened his mouth then shut it again. "We both know you can't keep a secret, it's better this way." Nodding in Minerva's direction, "If you would be so kind to do the honors?"

In the tone that was used to reassure her students "Mr. Weasley, I assure you this will be painless." Raising her wand to his head, she uttered the word, made the proper wand movement and it was done. Then repeated the process to Hermione who understood why this was so important.

"Now, the next step." Harry stood "I will ask that all of you leave. Once you depart, you need to be aware that I have added a new protection to my home that will not allow anyone who is not keyed into the wards to remember this location. It will be wiped from your memory." Looking at the faces of his friends, Hermione and Minerva knew why this was to be and Ron, looked aggravated. "You are still welcome to write, and we can meet up for drinks …but, for the time being, I need time alone."

Hermione nodded her head, grabbed Ron's arm "He needs his space." She whispered quietly to him and with a pop they were gone.

"Minerva, I know you understand. Please feel free to write and let me know when all the funerals are to be held. I know I won't be able to attend, but I can still send money or flowers or just a word to the family." Watching her nod "I know that there are going to be trials. I to want to use my name for those who have been accused, but are in fact innocent, to gain some leniency. If could also inform me of who is going on trial and when, I will decide whom I wish to help." Watching her head nod in affirmation, he watched as she left his home.

Now it was just him, his new guest and Dobby.

Harry had taken claim of the bedroom closest to Severus, in case he was needed. He placed charms around his new guest to alert him, when his guest woke. Once the charms were in place Dobby explained that for the next three days Severus needed to ingest the potion once a day and have the salve applied twice daily. Just like with anyone who is on the mend, Severus would need his rest.

Over the course of the next three days, he and Dobby took turns only disturbing Severus to drink the potion and apply the salve. It wasn't until the fourth day when Severus was conscious enough to finally put more than two words together.

"Were am I?" the words came out in a very rough whisper.

Harry's wand lit up to alert him that his guest was awake. Padding carefully down the hall, he pushed the door open to grant himself permission to enter. Taking the remaining steps to the bed he looked down upon the face of the man who had saved him countless times. "Professor?" He waited a moment until Severus looked in his direction. "You are in my home. We are perfectly safe here. It's under a lot of protection, and the only way in, is to apparate, and even then you have to be accepted by the wards. On top of that, my residence is unplottable."

Severus visibly relaxed, then with what little voice he had, he managed "Very good."

"I know your throat is very sore. It is to be expected. I have been preparing chicken noodle soup for you to eat. If you think you are ready to eat a little something, nod your head." Harry watched as his head nodded yes. "Then, give me a few moments. I will be right back."

Severus watched as the young man left the room. When he appeared to be alone, he gathered what strength he had, to pull himself into a sitting position. The movement was exhausting, but allowed him to eat in a sitting position as well as take in his surroundings. He never imagined that the boy who lived, had lived in such opulence. From the rumors he had heard, he was living with his relatives, who allowed him to live in his own filth and had very little to his name.

"I created this place." Harry entered the room and could read the confusion on his guests' face, but continued to walk, as the meal tray was levitated in front of him. "I could no longer live with those …." And a shudder went straight through him, before using his wand to gingerly place the tray in Severus' lap. "Dobby and I created this place as a means to escape. Then on my 17th birthday, I declared this home." Harry beckoned a chair to the bedside for himself so that he could continue his conversation while Severus ate. "I know you must be curious as to where here is … we are literally directly under the Dursley's home." Harry saw the surprise, before he continued "No, they don't know I am here. Dobby helped me create the wards needed, since I was still under age. Then when I become of age, I added a few of my own self-created wards."

Severus looked around once again before picking up his spoon to eat. "What happened?" he hoarsely choked out.

"Well, I defeated Voldemort, most of the Death Eaters have either died, are in hiding or awaiting trial. The Ministry is still looking for you, just so that you know." Another serving of soup went down the potion masters throat before he continued. "Minerva is the only one who is aware of your location." Harry left the room for a moment, and when he returned he was holding several letters. "These are for you. Minerva was keeping you and I both informed as to what was going on up top." He placed the multiple pieces of parchment next to Severus on the bed. "I have been conspiring with Dobby about creating you a potions lab here. We are trying to work the logistics out for ventilation and protection." He saw the potions master's eyes light up in surprise. "I figure once you are healed, you are going to want to keep yourself occupied until we are able to clear you of the false charges being levitated against you."

Severus put his spoon down and pushed the tray away when he finished. "Potter? Why?"

"I am surprised you have to ask such a question." With a swish of his wand, the tray with its accompanying dishes were floating out of the room. "I saw the memories." He said softly. "If anyone deserves a second chance at redemption, it would be you."

Studying the young mans' face, to see if there were any indication of falsehood (as he had caught that boy on more than one occasion lying and knew all the tale tell signs) found none. "I have had plenty of experience weaving a tale so that I would survive in whatever predicament I had found myself. I was exceptionally excellent at identifying anyone who lied to _him or me_ for that matter_._". Taking a moment to check once more for any body language and any other nonvisible indicators – Harry came up clean. "And you, Mr. Potter … are being honest with me."

Harry didn't realize he had been holding his breath until his lungs expelled the used carbon dioxide, just to quickly inhale a fresh batch of oxygen. "Good." Harry stood to leave and taking the few steps to the door, he stopped and turned around. "Now, we just have to focus on getting you back to your snarky self. I will have Dobby bring you some reading material" Flashing one of his rare million dollar smiles he left the room, leaving Severus alone.

Deciding that since his guest was no longer in need of constant tending, he went to the library. It was only May, so he had a few months before he turned eighteen and reached full maturation ... but it never hurt to be ready. The reading, only confirmed the lesson taught, in Madam Pomfrey's class.

_**Male Omega's**_

_If a male change into an omega, on his seventeenth birthday, he will experience the following symptoms: fever, cramps, and tiredness. He will begin to emit a low dose of pheromones, and will need to be given a suppressant. The suppressant acts as a barrier to protect the omega from unwanted advances from unbound alpha's. It is recommended that the omega stay on the suppressants until he is claimed by his alpha._

_During the course of the next year, his body will begin to change, internally. The cramps, will continue to happen throughout the year as his body is changing to host a uterus and create a birthing canal. Only when the male reaches maturity, will his body begin to have heats. The suppressant, does not stop the heats, but does lessen the urge to bond. It is suggested that the unbound omega should isolate themselves from society for the duration of the heat for their safety._

_Interesting. Now to look up a few things._

_**Suppressants**. These are used to help control the omega's scent. They mask the scent to everyone except the omega's true mate, an alpha. The alpha, will be able to smell the omega's scent no matter how strong the suppressant. They come in varying strengths. A mild suppressant which will be given to the emerging alpha on his 17th birthday is light blue. If the omega chooses the stay with this suppressant it will need to be taken daily. A stronger suppressant which can last three to five days is pink in color. The strongest suppressant lasts seven full days and is lavender in color, and will last the full seven days._

_The cost of the suppressant varies._

_Light blue can range from 5 sickles to 1 galleon galleons._

_Pink can range from 1 – 3 galleons._

_Lavender ranges between 3 – 8 galleons._

_Professor Snape has been giving me the lavender potion since I started my change. I will need to find out what I owe him to offset his cost in ingredients and time._

_**Claiming.** Claiming does not happen during the first year, as the male omega is not yet ready to mate with an alpha. On the omega's 18th birthday, he will begin to emit a stronger pheromone that will call out to his one true mate. If his one true mate is near, the alpha will become excessively possessive and protective until the claiming happens. The alpha will bury his head in the space where the neck meets the shoulders, just below the ear, as the omega's scent is strongest in this place. The Alpha, will elongate his canines, bite into the flesh drawing blood, when the alpha has had a taste of his omega's blood, he licks the wound closed. The bite mark is a blueish tint until the bond. Once a claiming bite has occurred, the alpha will be able to locate his omega anytime, thus ensuring that they are safe and protected at all times._

_Well at least I now know why I haven't been claimed up until now. I wonder … who is my mate. _Harry reached up to touch the space on his neck to feel the smooth skin _So, this is where I will be bitten. I hope it doesn't hurt._ _It can be used to locate me? Huh. At least I know I can always be found. I almost wish this happened earlier in my life. I could have used a protector. _

_**Bonding.** This is sexual penetration between heat cycles. The omega's body is able to create the slick substance to help the alpha penetrate more smoothly, and will need external stimulation for the substance to be emitted. (See Foreplay). The alpha will insert his penis into the newly made hole, thus filling the omega with his physical presence. The alpha will remove, up to the head before inserting his penis up to the base multiple times, into the newly formed canal, until achieving climax. When climax is achieved the alpha's penis, forms a large knot at the base, which must be pushed all the way inside the omega, before it reaches its full size. When the knot swells inside the omega, and has created an adequate seal, the alpha will then release his seed into his omega, in multiple releases to adequately try for impregnation. The first coupling will last several hours before the alpha's knot deflates and permits release._

_If the alpha, pushes his knot into the omega after it has swelled, it will cause immense pain and possible tearing of the omega, thus losing the ability to conceive during the current heat while the omega's body heals._

_Once the couple has joined together, and are waiting for the alpha's knot to deflate, the claiming bite on the omega's knot turns sky blue thus indicating the omega is bonded. Once the alpha has released from the omega, the omega will claim his alpha the same way he was claimed, however the bite mark will be silvery blue indicating that he is bonded. (Variation see Soul Mate Bond)_

_A bond between alpha and omega is a lifelong commitment. Once bonded, it is permanent. The only release from the bonding is if either dies._

_Damn._ Harry had to re arrange himself in his trousers, and he could feel the slick between his legs. While it hadn't happened, it was still very arousing to read about the knot_. _His thoughts turned to the pain that might be incurred and then decided that it won't matter if his hormones take over.

_**Heat Cycles. **The omega will begin to emit a stronger pheromone to his alpha a day before the actual heat begins signaling the alpha that the heat cycle is starting. The omega's body will create the slick substance without any external stimulation. The hormones of the omega will take over and be driven by instinct to mate. The heat cycles will come every four to eight weeks depending on the magical core of the omega. The cycle should last between 3 – 5 days._

_If the omega does not have a mate by the time he reaches maturity, he is to be isolated from all others until the cycle is complete. If the omega mates with someone, accidentally, they become bonded, and this is irreversible. Thus the urgency to be isolated._

_I will be sure to talk to Severus about this. I don't want to be bonded to anyone other than my mate. I could get the younger or older Malfoy. _Shivers went down his spine at the thought._ I hope my mate is loving, kind, sentimental, … _His thoughts drifting, picking up a bookmark in his book, he cast a quick _tempus_ and frantically realized that it was only an hour until dinner. _How did time slip away from me?_ He summoned his little elf. "Dobby?"

The little elf appeared in front of his master "Yes, master Harry sir?"

"I normally don't depend upon you to make any meals, but tonight it seems as though I am in need of your help.".

The little elf perked up, knowing he could be useful, brought a twinkle to his eye. He wasn't unhappy, but he hadn't been thrilled at the lack of duties that he had been given of doing the laundry and light household duties. "Oh, master Harry sir, I is loving to help."

"Good. I have no idea what that man" pointing in the direction of Severus "likes to eat."

"No problems, master Harry sir. I will cook a good meal for you both" and with a pop, the little elf disappeared.

With the little elf gone, Harry turned his attention back to his book. It lay closed on the table. _I am going to have to have a talk with Professor Snape. He might be able to enlighten me on a few things I read tonight. _

Thinking for a moment, it dawned on him that they hadn't heard from Minerva. Hoping beyond hope, that Minerva had written to him, he went to check his mailbox. _Oh, thank goodness!_ There inside his mial box, rest a letter with the Hogwarts seal clearly visible.

Removing the letter from it's resting place, he broke the seal as he sat down at his desk. Her letter informed him that there were three funerals this week, and the first of many were to be Dumbledore, followed by Fred Weasley and lastly Remus Lupin. Bowing his head once again, he knew that those were going to be hard on him. He had viewed Dumbledore as a father, until he learned of his sneaky activities regarding his money. Fred … he considered to be a brother and hoped that his adoptive family would accept his offering of money to offset the funeral costs. Lastly was Remus … a man whom Harry looked to as another respectable figure in his life. Looking at the dates of the funerals, Dumbledore was scheduled for today, with Fred followed the day after, with the last in five days, Remus. He had already decided, and informed Minerva, that he would not be in attendance for any funeral. He knew if he did show, the attention would be drawn to him, and that, to him, was the ultimate in disrespect.

Taking a moment or two, to write a letter to The Weasley's, before continuing to read the remainder of his letter.

_My adoptive family:_

_It is with a heavy heart that I write to you under the circumstances of which this letter finds you. Fred, was a brother to me, as you are my family. I hope that you understand that I will not be there to send him off with my best regards, as I have __no desire to bring unwanted attention, to his service. _

_It is my hope, that you, my family, accept what I am to give you. I wish to pay for any and all funeral expenses for Fred. After all, it is the least I can do considering. While we may not have seen eye to eye on a few matters in the past, you are still my family. _

_If you accept my offer, you will be able to access these funds, at Gringotts. Just ask for Rufus, tell him who you are and he will take care of you. _

_Harry_

With the letter folded, and sealed with the Potter crest, he sent it on its way to its destination. Picking up the letter that Minerva had sent, he continued to read of the upcoming trials.

The ministry decided to schedule trials on days when funerals were not to be held, out of respect to the families in mourning. The very first trial, of the Malfoy family, was set between Dumbledore's and Fred's funeral. Harry, while not a staunch supporter of the Malfoy's, knew he had to help out Draco. He watched the young man struggle to kill the headmaster even in the presence of the other death eaters, before Severus had showed to finish the job. Draco, in Harry's opinion, was nothing more than a scared boy who only tried to do what was right in his father's eyes. Narcissa, who saved Harry during the final battle earned herself a life debt, that he was choosing to use to save her, so that Draco wasn't left as an orphan. The elder Malfoy, would be faced with a very angry Harry. He had decided that he would testify against him to ensure the man had nearly everything stripped from him and given to his wife and son.

Grabbing parchment, ink and quill he began to write. He wrote to the Wizengamot on behalf of Draco and Narcissa. Including his memories from all events that he knew would help clear their names, and called in the life debt he owed Narcissa. He included a second letter, with another set of memories – that were not so pleasant for the elder Malfoy. With all the information he believed that the wizarding council would need, he signed his name to the bottom, then sealed the letter with the Potter crest, and sending it on its way.

Before he forgot, he wrote one more letter to Gringotts. He asked that money be removed from any one of his vaults, he didn't care which, to pay for Fred and Remus' funeral. Signing his name, sealed it and then placed it in the box, declared its destination and watch it disappear.

Standing to stretch, Dobby popped back into Harry's rooms, "Master sir?" Harry looked down to his little elf. "Dinner is ready for you and master Severus."

"Good Dobby. If you don't mind preparing Severus' tray, I will take it to our guest." He watched as the little elf snapped his fingers and popped from his sight. He followed the little elf into the kitchen where the tray sat prepared and ready for him to take to their guest. Casting the charm to float the tray, Harry calmly made his way down the hall.

Pushing the door aside so that he could see if Severus was awake or not, he saw the tall man propped up in bed, reading a book. Place a light knock on the door, he heard "enter" and proceeded into the master bedroom. "You are looking better, Professor."

Severus, keeping the book open, flipped it upside down, and placed it on the bed beside him, to keep his place. "I am feeling better." His voice wasn't back to normal but, it was becoming more evident that he would regain the chocolate like baritone he was used to hearing before the attack, very soon. Looking up he saw a tray with steam rolling off from the top "Dinner?"

"Yes." Harry gave his wand a few swishes, and had the tray being placed gently down on his guests' lap. "I didn't know what you liked, so I had Dobby make dinner this evening." He watched as the potion master glanced over his tray and gave an approving nod, before tucking into his meal. "When you are done, you can either call me and I will take your tray or you can tap either side of the tray twice and it will go back to the kitchen on its own."

Severus watched as the young began to retreat his personal space. "Potter?" the man stopped mid stride and turned to face him. "Thank you."

Harry could tell it was genuine. "You are more than welcome. Before I forget, your wand is in the top drawer of the nightstand." Turning around to walk back out of the room, he stopped again and turned to face his professor "Do you think you could you try and call me Harry?" watching as his guest nod his head, he left to the kitchen to eat his own meal.

Sending his dishes to the sink, Harry grabbed his well read edition of Quidditch Quandry to settle in on the couch. As the sun began to set, he realized that the food tray he gave to Severus hadn't been returned. Hoping that he wasn't in any danger, he made off in his guests' direction. Knocking lightly on the door, he heard "enter" the potion master permitted him access to the rooms.

"Professor?" he called out seeing that the bed was now empty and the tray still in its upright position on the bed. Looking at the contents of the tray, he noticed that only half of the food had been eaten. _Something is always better than nothing._ Turning his attention to the bathroom, where he could only assume his guest was, he called out again. "Professor, are you okay?"

The only thing he could hear was "Come". Cautiously peering into the bath, he saw a man submerged in his garden tub up to his neck in bubbles. The skin that was exposed was smooth in texture, and muscles could be seen as his arms reached for whatever he needed. With his seventeen-year-old hormones, he began to come to life and was having a hard time paying attention especially with his new found slick beginning to emerge. With a shake of his head, he tried cleared his hormonal urges "Professor, everything okay?"

Severus looked up from the tub to see the young man standing in front of him. He could have sworn he could smell the little omega, but he knew that he was on the suppressant that he created, and therefore knew it was impossible. "Harry." As he said his name the young man in front of his eyes to meet black ones, and the young man began to blush. "There is no need to be embarrassed, as we are both men." Taking a cursory glance over the young man, a brief and very inappropriate thought came into his head for a brief second _I wonder if he blushes anywhere else?_ Shaking himself out of the thought his mind went back to point "What is that you need, Harry?"

"Oh, umm …" Harry was visibly stirred and was having to think of anything to keep himself calm. "I was just coming in to check on you sir, I noticed that your tray hadn't been returned and was concerned."

A smile came across the potion masters face, as he was able to, in that moment, enter his hosts mind and learn what had caused him to blush. "As you can see, I am well. However, I did want to discuss the potions lab with you when I am done."

"Yes sir. I'll be in the living room." With a face that had become obviously red, Harry turned and left the potion master alone.

_Oh Harry. _ Severus thought _I can see what you are thinking._

Harry didn't have to wait very long as the potion master came out in grey cotton pants and a grey form fitting shirt. "Oh, I suppose I need to send Dobby to retrieve more of your clothes." But then was cursing himself as the man in front of him was showing off what muscles he had hidden in the bubbly water of the tub.

"Yes, please." Severus took the seat across from Harry. "Now, let's discuss the potions lab."

Harry had to bring himself out of his day dream. "Yes, I have been talking with Dobby and he knows that you are going to need stones for walls, and an intricate ventilation system, because we are underground."

"That is correct." Severus looked around the place. "Do you have a layout of this place, and the surrounding areas?" Watching as the young man, turned to walk out of the room, he came back with parchment. "Ahh, I see."

"Dobby and I did the lay out, and he placed all the spells needed for protection while I was still under age. The only large space we made was for the library. We were not expecting anyone here that would need extra accommodations." Then something clicked "Oh, I nearly forgot, I ordered something for you."

Severus watched the young man leave the room, once again, taking a moment to admire his firm back side. The jeans he was wearing had accented him nicely. _What has gotten into me?_ When he came into the room he was handed a stack of mail. "What is this?" as he dropped the layout on the couch next to him, he reached for the mail. Harry didn't say a word, just handed him his mail and sat back down. As he opened the various envelopes he learned that Harry had made sure that his new potion lab would be well stocked. He had ordered various books on potions, ordered new cauldrons and supplies, along with new ingredients to begin his potion making. "Why?"

"Because if I didn't, you would be bored out of your mind." Flashing his guest, the million-dollar smile. "Now, you can't use those, without a lab."

"Indeed" Severus stood, "Do you mind if I leave these here and take the layout with me?" Harry nodded no, "Very well. I will see about the ventilation system design tonight. Hopefully, if all goes well, tomorrow we shall get started."

"Good." Harry stood "I am going to get cleaned up and ready for bed. I am generally up by seven in the morning, you are welcome to join me for coffee and breakfast before we tackle our day." Walking in front of the potion master, Harry gave him a firm tap on the arm closest to his shoulder and then walked away. _Damn, his arms are muscular. Definitely need to shower now._ He hurried to his guest bath, closed the door, stripped and made for the shower. It was then he noticed that he had more of the slick substance coming down his leg. Reaching for the wetness, he discovered that his omega side had come to life at the prospect of having an alpha, even if that alpha was his professor. _Great! Now I have this to deal with too!_ Stepping into the shower, he had to take care of his hardening problem before he could even clean himself. He took a firm grip on his member, as it was already in need of dire attention. Closing his eyes, the image of Severus came into his mind as he could begin to imagine him standing from the tub with soap bubbles dripping from his body. Looking at the muscles that were hidden away from both his arms and legs. With a few more pulls, the knotting at the bottom of stomach began, his testicles began to draw up into his body and with an explosive release, didn't even realize that he screamed Severus' name when he came.

Finding himself clean and having found release twice, he dressed in his pajama bottoms, (as he couldn't very well walk around naked like he preferred) and crawled in bed.

Severus blushed heavily when he realized that Harry had forgotten to place a silencing charm, allowing him to know exactly what Harry was doing, and with whom he was imagining. _Oh Harry. _ Severus found himself becoming hard, hearing his name being used in such a carnal fashion. _What is my body doing? I shouldn't be aroused by this_. Reaching for his wand, he cast a silencing charm around the bed. He was still able to hear Harry and all his wonderful noises to help him achieve climax, but Harry would not hear a thing.

***HP***

Morning came, with Severus cursing the enchanted windows as they allowed the morning sun to filter in through the room and across his eyes. _Tonight I will need to transfigure those blinds into dark curtains._ As he became more aware of his surroundings, he blushed at the memory of what happened last night. He would need to figure out, why Harry had this effect on him. As his eyes became accustomed to the light, he threw the covers off his body, and made his way to the bathroom to relieve himself. As he re-emerged from the bathroom a glorious smell wafted into the bedroom, and never before had he ever been so grateful that the gods, of whatever mythology you prescribed to – had blessed their presence with caffeine. The aroma pulled him down the hall as if it was beckoning to him.

Harry heard the shuffling of feet, looked up and saw a very disheveled potion master. "Good Morning, Professor. Are you sure you are ready to be up and about?" The only response he received was a grunt. "The coffee cups are just above the coffee maker, and I have a multitude of flavors that you can put into the machine. I also have sugar, artificial sweetener and various flavored and non-flavored creamers if you should need them in the fridge." He got another grunt as an answer and watched as his guest moved like a zombie through the kitchen, and tried to suppress a giggle.

Severus finally satisfied with his coffee, made the way he wanted, sat down at the table to join Harry. About half way through his first cup of coffee, he noticed that the table had multiple things to read: The Daily Prophet, The Quibbler, Potions Monthly, and a magazine Quidditch Quandary (covering all the teams, the latest games from the past week and the latest supplies used to play the game). Reaching for the latest Potions Monthly Severus gave it a look through while drinking the remainder of his coffee. When his cup was empty, he made a second cup and continued to read through the magazine.

"Professor?" It was well known that nobody disturbed the surly man before he even started his third cup of coffee. "I am going to make some breakfast. Pancakes, eggs, sausage … would you like for me to make you a plate?" The only answered he received was a grunt.

Taking that as a yes, Harry set himself to work making breakfast. In no time at all, the young man laid out platters of food along with a small pitcher of orange juice, apple juice and milk and then went about setting a clean plate, silverware and a drinking glass for his guest in case he decided that he wanted to eat. Not knowing how long his guest would wait before eating, he cast a warming charm over the hot foods and a cooling charms over the juices to preserve their temperature.

Serving up his own plate, pouring his own drink, he reached for the butter to cover his pancakes and then the syrup to drown his pancakes, and set in to devour his meal. He never said another word to his guest until the professor stood up to get cup number three and realized there was food on the table. Making himself a plate, he started to eat and was confounded as to the flavor of the dishes. "Who made this?"

Harry about to get up from the table, was stunned to see his professor remove the fork from his mouth. "I did, sir." And went about his business.

"You cooked all this?" Severus watched Harry's head nod in confirmation. "If you can cook this well, then why are you so horrible in potions?"

Harry, with his glass of orange juice in hand, wanted to throw it at the man, but remembered he wouldn't be alive if not for him, took a breath and reigned in his quick temper. He remained very calm and kept his voice level, "It never helped that I had someone continuously sabotaging my potions. It also took me nearly a year before I realized the difference between all the directions on how to cut an ingredient in the multitude of ways described in the book." As he set about finishing rinsing his dishes, he placed them in the sink before going back to his guest. "Are you sure you are up to working on your lab today?"

Severus didn't understand why he didn't want to continue the conversation, but choose to let it go. "I am."

"I suppose then you have worked out the logistics of a ventilation system?" The potion master nodded his head. "I'll be in the living room when you are finished eating." Calmly he took his copy of the quidditch magazine and waited.

"Harry?" Severus called from the other room, "You can call me Severus, if you desire, since I am no longer your professor."

Harry simply nodded, sat down and proceeded to flip through his quidditch magazine, while he waited for his guest to join him. He didn't have to wait long before he heard the kitchen sink running and a dish or two being set in the sink.

With a fresh cup of coffee, Severus sat on the couch in the same place he was the night before. "I believe I have solved the ventilation issue, however the stone issue, I don't think I can solve as we are underground."

"I've been giving that some thought. What if we have Dobby, Kreacher, and one more elf help us with that. We could send them to the quarry to pick up what we need, have them magically transport them down here, and you and I can put them in place." With an approving nod from Severus he called his little elf.

"Yes, Master sir, how can I help you?"

"I need you, Kreacher and one more elf to give us a hand. I am going to order a significant amount of stones from the quarry and I need the three of you to help transport them here."

Dobby thought for a moment, "It will have to be just me, as I am the only one who knows where to send the stones" If an elf was tied to a family, that elf can find them anywhere - even under a fidelius. Kreacher, may have been his elf, but he didn't like to use him unless absolutely necessary.

"Ahh, I forgot about the fidelius. Can you still accomplish the plan, without draining your magic?"

"Yes master sir."

"Give me a moment, I will make the order and authorize the withdraw from my account." Harry left the room for what seemed forever, but in reality it was only a few minutes. "Okay. Done. I will call you when we are ready. We have some excavating to do." Then with a pop, the little elf was gone. "Now where did you want to place your new potion lab?"

The two men sat together on the couch as Severus shared with him the plans of his new lab. When the layout was complete, he indicated where all the ventilation should be placed. With both of them coming to a total understanding of what to expect, they changed out of their morning clothes, and into clothes that neither of them minded getting dirty.

As they worked together side by side, creating the new space needed and casting the spells to ensure the ventilation would not intrude or harm anyone topside, harry was having a difficult time keeping himself focused. His mind would drift, when he was not excavating to the man who occupied his space. He was tall, muscular and hid his well defined physique under all the robes. When he noticed that he was developing a problem below the waist, he would shake himself back into the present and focus on the task at hand then wonder _Why in blazes name am I even thinking of him in THAT way?_

This last time, he noticed that ventilation system working, and all the space had been carved out and designed they way he wanted. Looking over at his guest, he could see that the man was looking rather tired. "Do you need a rest professor?"

"No. The hard part is done. Have Dobby send down the stones."

Unsure if he should allow this work to continue, he decided that it would be best to keep an eye on his guest. Harry called his little elf, gave him directions and soon they were both sending the stones to the proper place so that the lab was secure and safe. The two men worked until all the stones were in place.

Harry lowered his wand as soon as the last stone was in place. "I know you probably shouldn't be pushing yourself so hard, and frankly, my magic needs a rest. We need to stop for the day."

Severus gave an agreement nod and both left to the kitchen. "What would you like to drink?" Without any answer Harry just grabbed four bottles of water, and walked to the living room. "Here, since you were unable to provide me with a proper answer." Setting the cold bottles between them, Harry watched as Severus grab a bottle of water and nearly guzzled the contents, before reaching for a second bottle. Harry cast a quick tempus, "Oh, we worked through lunch, and its nearly dinner."

"I am rather hungry." Severus admitted.

"Let me see if we can't get Dobby to bring us dinner." The words were no more out of his mouth before the little elf had popped back into the living room with several bags from the Italian place in Diagon Ally . "Thank you Dobby."

Both men reached into a bag and began to pull out various containers filled with very hot food. Each calling out a dish, and swapping several times. Dobby knew what both of them liked, and made sure it was ordered. "I have to say, it hasn't been that bad working with you today." Severus looked as if he was struck like a deer caught in a pair of headlights. "I mean it. I know that we are done for the day, but I look forward to working with you tomorrow."

Before Severus could respond Dobby popped back in the residence. "Master!"

Harry about dropped his food at the hollering his little elf did, "I'm here ... calm down Dobby." When the little elf settled the questions started. "What has my little elf all up in arms?"

"Master sir. Mistress Minerva needs to see you immediately in the headmistress' office and she say to bring him." Pointing to Severus.

"Thank you Dobby." Watching the little elf pop away. "I need to confirm this, if you will give me a moment?" Harry stood and proceeded to walk to his study, not taking notice that he was being followed. Sitting down to write a quick note, he placed it in his mailbox and said "Minvera Headmistress of Hogwarts .. Private office." He turned, startled himself in the seat to see his guest, propping himself on the door frame "Now we wait." They didn't have to wait long before a response was heard. The mailbox dinged, Harry reached in, opened the letter. Scanning the parchment, he saw what he needed. Looking up to his guest he simply said "We will go in the morning. We need our rest."

***TBC***
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Chapter Four – Time is Irrelevant

"Repeat that again?" Severus was in pure disbelief. He had to hear Minerva say that again.

"I said, that the Wizengamot received testimony from multiple people clearing your name. There is no trial for you." Reaching on her desk, she handed the parchment over to the potion master so that he could see for himself.

As he looked over the parchment, he saw the official seal of the wizarding council. "It's official, I am free."

"Yes, but we have a small problem." Going back to her desk, she retrieved a secondary parchment and handed it to the potion master.

"Well bloody hell." The second parchment also carrying the wizarding councils seal declared that his trial was set four weeks from today. "How do we know which is truth?"

"I knew you would ask that, so I had both parchments reviewed at Gringotts. The goblins there assure me that both are sent from the Council, both are not tampered with and both are very real." Leaning against her desk, and folding her hands in front of herl she let out an exasperated sigh.

"Someone must know you are still alive." Minerva and Severus barely heard the young man.

Severus thought for a second, turned to look at the young man who saved his life "Did anyone see you when Dobby took me to safety?"

"No." stopping suddenly, he had to think. "I don't know. The only thing I could think of was, finding you alive." Stopping to look at both Minerva and Severus he continued "I wasn't paying very close attention to my surroundings, I didn't think I had too. Then before I knew it, Minerva, Hermione and Ron appeared just after, I sent you on your way."

"Very peculiar" Severus drawled out. "I suppose that the only thing we can do, is collect enough evidence to secure my innocence."

"And find out who knows you are here." Harry turned to Minerva "You know I trust you explicitly, but you, are the only one who wasn't obliviated when he arrived in my home."

"I don't like where this is leading, Mr. Potter." Her tone turning accusatory.

"Professor, would you mind terribly if we gave you the truth serum?"

His answer came in the form of Minerva retrieving two bottles, and handing them over to Severus. "If this would release all doubt from your mind that I was involved … please"

Severus opened the bottle containing the truth serum, measured the appropriate dosage and gave it to Minerva. He watched as her eyes, began to glaze over, indicating that the serum was working. Waiting another moment, Severus asked the most basic of questions.

"What is your position here at Hogwarts?"

"Headmistress."

"Did you inform anyone, that I was alive?"

"No."

Harry stepped in "Did you see anyone on your way to where I was?" Minerva didn't answer right away. It was like she was trying to recall something. Harry then asked "What is the last thing you remember before coming to find me?"

"Watching _him_ burst into fragments and blown away by the wind."

Severus reached for the second bottle, measured out the antidote to give to her. "Open" when she complied he dropped the foul tasting potion on her tongue. "Thank you."

"My pleasure." Looking over at Harry "I know that you are good friends with Hermione and Ron, but do you think …."

Harry sat up "No, it wasn't them. It was you. You just don't know it was you ... someone obliviated the memory from you."

Minerva nearly fell to the floor if Severus hadn't been fast enough. "Oh." Was all she said, just before she blacked out.

Carefully helping her to the chair, Severus stayed by her side. "How much time do you think passed between the time you killed _him_ until they joined you?"

"It couldn't have been long. I know that Hermione and Ron arrived first, then Minerva shortly after." Harry tried to think about the time that had passed "It may have been just five … ten minutes. I got stopped a few time on the way."

"You said that she arrived after the other two?" Harry nodded his head "How much longer?"

Harry knew where this was going. "Long enough for someone to ask her where she was going and then obliviate her."

"Indeed." Turning his attention back to the new headmistress, as her groans were alerting him that she was awake. "Are you better now?" Minerva straightened herself up in the chair, "Harry and I both believe that you may have told someone you trusted where you were going, and they are the ones who obliviated you."

Minerva looked a gasped. Eyes darting between both men in front of her. "Why? He was vanquished."

Severus stood, and walked back around to the front of her desk. "That, would be what I would need to puzzle out." When he reached the front he faced her again "If you are agreeable, I would like to have access to Dumbledore's pensive memories." He watched as her face showed a small amount of confusion "They will help me build a solid case for my innocence. I know they are here; he keeps them labeled for easy access."

Minerva made a few wand movements and a wall appeared along with a pensive. "There you go; you may have whatever it is you need. But I suggest you make copies."

Severus, and Minerva taught Harry the spell to duplicate the memories. Once they did, all three of them set to work to duplicate nearly every one of Dumbledore's vials that seemed relevant. When they finished, and were satisfied that they collected all they could, Minerva had to swear a wizarding oath. They were to destroy any vial that was not pertinent to Severus' case, and then destroy all the remaining vials when the case was dismissed from the court and he was set free. Severus shrunk them down, "Here I will go first, and catch you on the other side … if your apparating landing is anything like your floo landing …" He never finished that sentence, as Minerva interrupted. "I do hope you boys are able to solve this mess" Harry carefully tucked the shrunken vials into his pocket before waving the headmistress off and following Severus out the door.

Both men walked to the front of the school, outside the wards, and when Harry asked "Do you remember where to go?" He simply watched as Severus apparated away. Chuckling to himself, _I suppose he does._ He followed quickly behind Severus by a mere 30 seconds.

Harry didn't even have a chance to find his footing as he was tackled to the ground. Severus was very careful not to break the vials of memories that were Harry's pocket. "Don't move." He said quietly and motioned to the potions lab as loud banging noises were heard. "I'm going to check it out. Stay here."

Harry rolled his eyes, "I did defeat a powerful wizard," then with a little bit of sarcasm added " I **think** I can help." Then proceeded to crawl behind Severus. As they crawled in the direction of the lab, the noise was becoming more distinguishable. As he carefully looked in the room, Severus came to a full stop, and stood up. "You can stand up …" Looking around the room he saw the lab was nearly complete. In a more quizzical manner, he looked back at Harry to ask "Dobby?"

The little walked around one of the island countertops that Severus had designated for brewing "Yes, master sir?"

Severus gestured to the room "What is going on?"

"Oh, I wanted to help. I found the wonderful gifts on the couch and had them redeemed so that your room could be finished."

Harry, who was now standing by the older man's side simply said "Thank you Dobby." The little elf returned to his duty.

"Let's take a look around." The table tops were made of study material, and the layout of the room was exactly as he had designed, down to the last pull on the cabinet doors. He watched as Severus very carefully walked around the room, draping his fingertips across various surfaces. When he reached the Stasis Chamber, he noticed a change was made to the design, Dobby had expanded the chamber to hold four caldrons, instead of the two he had originally designed. _The little elf has been watching me work._ Running his hands over the large island in the middle, to feel the cool surface, there were six open flame set ups, with a preparation area directly next to the setup, for maximum efficiency. Turning back to see Harry standing by the door with a large smile on his face, brought him out of his reverie. "Wipe the smile off your face. We need to deal with the memories."

Harry pushed himself off the door frame, turned his back to his guest and walked to his study. He didn't have to look; he already knew that his guest was right behind him. "Would you mind conjuring a cabinet" reaching into his pocket he pulled out the vials "to put these things in?"

With a swish of his wand, a large cabinet materialized from the wall. Then with a second swish of his wand, the vials all enlarged and floated to the appropriate nesting space. With both men satisfied that they were organized and tucked in safely, they went back to the living room "We need to discuss a pensieve." Harry started the conversation, but Severus quickly finished it, by pulling his body down to the ground.

Harry was confused, but he could see fear over the face of the man who was holding him protectively. "What's …." He followed the direction his eyes were looking and began to panic himself. Both men watched as a bubble, expanded out from the potions lab, to wash over the residence, even encapsulating them both. They both followed the edge of the bubble as it disappeared in the direction of the library and master bedroom.

Seeing that Harry was safe and unharmed, he pulled him to a standing position "Are you okay?" He saw the younger man's head nod. "Good, now I have a bloody elf to kill."

Harry couldn't stop the potion master, any more than he could stop a bullet train. He could only trail after him and hopefully try and stop him from really hurting his elf. As they approached the room, they could see that Dobby was just standing there in shock. Harry bent down on his level and quietly asked. "What just happened?" The little elf hung his head, shuffled his feet and tried to back away. "Dobby, you know I won't punish you. Just tell me what happened?"

"I don't know sir. I was given a spell by one of the other elves sir. It was supposed to be a protection spell." Harry cast a glance over to Severus.

Without a word, the older man held out his hand and demanded the copy of the spell. Dobby sheepishly handed it over. After reading it through a few times, Severus, was storming out of the room … cursing.

"Dobby, I think you may need to leave for a bit until he cools down... okay?" the little elf nodded his head and left the residence.

Harry turned on his heel and went to find his guest. "Sev? Where are you?"

"Don't you **dare** call me by that name."

As he heard the words, he walked in the direction the voice came from in search of his roommate. Peering into the rooms as he went, to make sure he didn't miss him, he found him in the master bedroom pacing the floor and feathers making their way down, floating in various directions. "I take it, its bad news?"

Severus looked up, extended the parchment to Harry. "That." He said as he pointed to the paper Harry was now holding "is a spell that has been lost to time itself."

Confused now more than ever. "What is it?"

"It's a spell that slows down time to a specific area. In this case, this entire residence, and it is to extend to any additions that are added to the residence."

Harry looked confused. "Slow down time? That isn't possible."

"It is. That spell has been hidden away for hundreds of years. While it's not exactly legal, it isn't illegal either." Severus gave up and sat down in one of the chairs "We are now running on a different time schedule than what is going on in the outside world."

"How much has time slowed?"

"I don't know." Severus thought for a moment, then had a brilliant idea. "Call your elf."

"Dobby?" Harry called for the elf and he was soon in front of the pair of men.

Severus addressed him "I need you to go to the castle, enter my lab and retrieve as many ingredients and potions as you can. Shrink them if you need … but I don't want you to return for one hour."

Dobby looked over to Harry for confirmation. When he saw Harry nod his head, "Yes, sir. Dobby will return in one hour."

Severus then addressed Harry "Now we wait. We will know how long time has slowed when he returns. In the meantime, let's discuss the pensieve." Both men sat in the living room discussing the various types of pensieves, and argued which one was better. It wasn't until Harry threw up his hands in near exasperation ready to give up did he have an idea. "We will purchase two. They don't need to be big as we can only see one memory at a time, but we can each be reviewing together instead of waiting."

Impressed with the thoughtfulness of the suggestion "Very well … but I must insist on fine stone. It makes things a little clearer to see."

Harry summoned parchment, quill and ink. Writing to the Paul's Pensieve's he ordered two small stone pensieve, and authorized them to charge his account at Gringotts. He did ask that his elf, Dobby, pick them up as he was not ready to face the wizarding world. "Done. Now, that we have time to kill …" he couldn't help himself and let out a chuckle while he heard a low groan released from the potion master "So, I suppose you will want to brew?"

"I think it would be more prudent of my time, if I help you gain a better understanding of potions." Both men stood, leaving the comfort of the couch and went to the new potion lab. Severus motioned that Harry should sit on the stool at the very first flame set up, while he retrieved a variety of materials.

W_here was the snarky professor that I had come to know and love? Is he actually being helpful?_

"Before we get started …" He waved his wand and in the middle of the main wall now flashed a large analog clock. With a few more motions of his wand, he had set an alarm to notify them of the lunch and dinner hour.

Laying the ingredients out, he identified each one. Once he gave them all a name, he went to the cabinet (closet really) that held all of the tools needed to prepare any ingredient. Pulling two sets of everything, he took them over the potion table. He went into great detail to explain, that while you can prepare your ingredients beforehand, it is best to prepare as you go to ensure the freshness and quality for the potion being made. Then started showing Harry the multitude of ways that an ingredient, can be prepared. _What is that sweet smell?_ _Perhaps one of the ingredients I pulled out? _Shaking his head and looking over everything that was on the table, he identified the source and went back to business. Once he demonstrated the differences, he turned it over to Harry to give it a try.

_Where was this patient man when he was teaching?_ Watching him carefully demonstrate … using the knife to carefully cut, dice, squeeze various things, showed superior dexterity. _I wish we had seen him prepare …_ As they worked carefully, Harry at times botching something, just to have potion master step in and give alternatives to how his mess up could be used. Before either of them realized, the alarm went off.

Startled, Harry dropped his knife and jumped a foot in the air. When he found his breath he chuckled at himself. Picking up his materials, then covering his ingredients with a moist cloth to keep them as fresh as possible. "What would you like, for lunch?"

Severus was just finishing as well, thought for a second before replying "Sandwiches and tea?"

"Perfect." Harry made his way into the kitchen to make several different types of sandwiches for them, leaving his teacher behind in the lab. Severus emerged from the lab ten minutes later just as the tea pot whistled. Harry plated the various sandwiches, onto a serving tray. Happy they were arranged neatly, he reached for the tea cups and saucers, added them to tray, and whisked it, with his magic, to the table while he grabbed the tea pot and teas.

The potion master, got another whiff of the sweet smell, raised his hands to his face and discovered the source of the smell, was not on his hands. _Unusual. I have never smelled this before when in preparations._ Dismissing the thought, he took a seat at the table just as Harry placed the tea pot and various flavored teas in front of them both.

As the young man pulled out his chair to sit he addressed his former teacher, "How much time do you think has passed up there?"

"We will find out when Dobby comes back. For now, we need to concentrate on lunch and then return our attention to basic potion making until dinner."

After a moment or two of silence, while the two men ate the meal, Harry broke the silence "I wanted to thank you." The confusion on the potion masters face was clearly evident "I was doing some reading, and saw that you have been giving me one of the strongest suppressants available."

"Yes, the school is responsible for the potions for all omegas. When you graduate, it is up to you to decide which level you want or if you want to continue taking them at all."

Thinking a moment, "I read some other things, and wanted to talk to you about them." He saw Severus use his hand to urge him to continue talking. "I suppose the first thing I need to confirm, are you really an alpha?"

"Yes, I am an unbound Alpha. I have not yet found my mate."

Harry looked down at his plate, picked up another sandwich and took a bite. "Are you okay with being in my presence?" Harry again saw the head nod in approval. "Then if you don't mind can I ask you another question?"

"Ask me whatever it is you want to know. I will answer you to the best of my ability and if I don't know, we can do the research together." As soon as the words were out of his mouth, he could see the young man visibly relax.

"Heat cycles. I suppose I will have my first one when I come of age?"

"Sometimes, they can come before, but never after. If they come before, they are usually triggered by being in a confined space with your alpha."

"Ok." Thinking a moment. "So its mid-June now, and my 18th is at the end of next month. The council should have you cleared of all charges by then. I only say that, because you are unbound and I read that if I go into heat, … and an unbound alpha …"

Severus could see the pain on his face. "Yes. It happens. However, you can be certain, that I will leave well before that happens." _There is that smell again. It must be coming from Harry. _He knew that Harry was an omega, he just didn't know when he ingested the suppressant. If he was scheduled to take it this evening, then that would explain why he was catching Harry's scent.

Harry relaxed again. "Thank you. I am going to head into the study, if you need me, that is where I can be found." Standing from the table, he collected his dishes, placed them next to the sink, heading to the study. As he walked by Severus, he gave him a tap on the arm, and just left.

As he entered the study, a piece of parchment was noticeably waiting for him in the mailbox. Checking for a seal of some kind, he found none and opened with caution. When he saw the signature at the bottom he relaxed and started reading from the top.

_Harry:_

_I want to thank you for your generosity, in helping us with Fred's funeral. I know, if Fred were alive, he would prank us into oblivion for neglecting our duties as your adopted mum and dad. _

_I know this comes a little late, but your family still loves you. We are ashamed of how we reacted to your news. Every one of us were expecting you to change into an alpha and claim Ginny as your mate, except Fred and George. _

_I know Arthur accepted your news, but it took the rest of us to hear from Hermione about how no one should control your life anymore and that you deserve happiness the most. I am ashamed to say, she is right. The entire family, except Ron, George and Arthur are asking for forgiveness. _

_The Weasleys_

What the Weasley's didn't know … he had already forgiven them. _That's what families do, we fight, we make up and we move on. _As he started to write a letter back

Severus need a few moments to reign himself back under control, before he followed his host into the study. Harry was just where he said he would be – at the desk writing. Walking into the room, he caught another whiff of that intoxicating smell. It just confirmed what he had been smelling all day. "Harry?" Seeing that boy looked up "Have you taken your suppressant like I directed."

Putting the quill down, he thought for a moment "What is today?"

"Friday."

With a confused look on his face, he couldn't figure out where this was going "Yes. Why?"

Severus stayed where he was, in fear of doing something stupid. "Do you remember me telling you that only your alpha can smell you?" he watched as Harry continued to look at him in confusion. "I know that potion will not fade or wear off, because I brew them. That being said, I should not be able to detect any kind of scent from you." Harry still was looking at him as if he was confused. "Harry, I am almost certain I am your alpha."

Eyes widened "What?! Oh Hell no!"

Much to the potion masters surprise the young man didn't move. Remaining ever the calm one Severus continued "We will test this further tomorrow morning. For now, we will need to make a fresh batch of the suppressant. You will take a vial from the batch tonight at dinner. If I can still smell you in the morning, then we will have a rather intriguing conversation."

"I don't know why Fate would be so cruel. No, … why should this not surprise me? Fate has just been a bitch to me." Taking a breath to steady himself "Fine, we will brew a new batch. If you are my alpha, we have a LOT to sort out starting with the claiming … " Then thinking a moment "why have you yet to bite me?"

"it's the medical training I have received. It's the prolonged exposure to their scent that gives me the most trouble. So, I believe that my hasn't identified you as my mate." Taking a moment to watch the young man "However, last night that changed, then when you combine it with your scent that I have been catching periodically, has been driving me crazy all day…." When he saw the look in the young man's eyes he began to elaborate "Last night, I heard you in the shower and when you released your pleasure, you did so with the utterance of my name. When I heard you, I instantly became hard." He could see Harry's face reflect an emotion that he couldn't identify. "On top of that, both times that I have felt like your life has been in danger, I have protected you with my own body, as an alpha protects their omega.

"Well shit." Harry stood and headed to the door, brushing past Severus "Let's make this damn suppressant."

Both men went back into the lab and worked. Severus showed him the exact process and ingredients contained in the lavender colored suppressant. The more they worked together, the stronger the young man's scent became. Severus eventually had to push Harry away to the other side of the room so he could finish without distractions. Just as the caldron was sent to simmer on a lower flame, at a different table, an alarm alerted them to the arrival of the dinner hour. Casting a spell to automatically cut off to begin the cooling process, he addressed the alarm.

"If you don't mind, allow me to go first." He had to walk in front of Harry as his scent was becoming harder to resist and the urge to claim the young man was building. Sitting on the opposite side of the table, trying to put distance between them, his alpha hormones were wanting to claim. Fighting off the urge, he instead watched the young man go in to the kitchen, pull things from the refrigerator, and start preparing dinner. Watching the lithe, muscular form maneuver his way around his kitchen, did something to him physically. It was like watching him dance with music that only he could hear … elegantly maneuvering around the kitchen, it was apparent he was most comfortable in this room. When the young man began placing food on the table, he knew right then, Harry was his. The smell was too overwhelming for the young man to not be his omega. His scent was overpowering the deliciousness of the chicken that was sitting in front of him.

Not being one to act rashly, he needed to be one hundred percent certain, as this affected them both. "Harry, what time do you take your suppressant?"

Reaching for plates, utensils and glasses "I take it first thing in the morning depending on when I get up." Relieving himself of the objects in hand on the table, he turned and went to the refrigerator to pull out a bottle of wine and the two chilled wine glasses.

"I want you to take the suppressant tonight, before bed. I want to ensure that it is in your system by morning." He watched as the young man set the wine and glasses on the table before opening his mouth. "No. You are not drinking."

Harry turned his attention to Severus "While you **think** you may be my alpha, I am of age, and I** will** consume a glass of wine." Opening the bottle, he allowed it to breathe a moment before pouring into both glasses.

"Harry, you are pissing me off."

"Control yourself. I am not allowing you to control me, especially if we don't know for sure that you are my alpha. Even if you were my alpha I will not be told what I can and cannot have or do. Now eat."

Severus had to control the urge to pick the young man up, throw him over his shoulder and give him a few swats to that very fine backside. He had to take a couple of deep breaths, to calm himself then came to the conclusion that Harry was right. "Fine" he gritted it out "As soon as we are done with dinner, I will prepare a vial. When I come back, I need to separate myself from you as I am having trouble keeping myself in line."

Harry could see that he was straining. "Go bottle the thing now. I will eat in my room. We will sort this out tomorrow."

Severus didn't need to be told twice. He left the table, entered his lab, grabbed a vial and poured the fresh batch of suppressant into its new home. When he was satisfied, he banished the caldron to the stasis chamber, and left the room. "Here." He watched as the young man, bring the vial to his lips, tip the potion up and watched as his adam's apple moved up then down indicating that it was done.

"Goodnight Severus. I will see you in the morning." With his dinner already on his bed, under a charm to keep it warm, he knew he wouldn't be eating cold food. As he walked in the direction of his bedroom, thoughts began to swirl _My alpha? Is it possible? Do I really need an alpha who is strict and hold me accountable?_Pushing the ridiculous thought aside, he went to the bed, where his dinner was sitting and ate. When he finished, he didn't want to risk his health and sent his dishes to the sink using his magic. Once the dishes were out of sight, he cast a tempus _Its only 8:00? How much longer is the hour up above going to last?_A light knock on the open door pulled him out of his thoughts.

"Harry?" the young man looked up and gazed into his eyes. "I am going to seal your room for the night. I don't want to be tempted … in case … well just to be safe." Seeing Harry nod in agreement, he closed the door, made a few movements of his wand, added with a few words, and the barrier was in place. "Goodnight Harry." And proceeded to walk into his room

.***TBC***

Please, don't forget to leave a review. I love to hear your thoughts ... or hit the fave, or follow button.


	5. The Sweetest Smell
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Chapter Five – The Sweetest Smell

When morning came, Harry was already up, showered, dressed and ready to go before a light knocking on the door told him Severus was here. He had been anticipating his arrival, since the revelation that he might have found his alpha ... even though that alpha was Severus.

"I'm up and I am dressed."

"Very good." Taking a deep breath, as if trying to steel himself against the possibility that the young man he taught, harassed, and saved many times over may be his mate. A mate he had hoped to find since he reached maturity twenty years ago. A mate he hoped would be anyone other than the one person whom everyone in the wizarding world held in high regard. If he was really his mate, he already knew that Fate had paired them together, as he would not be over glorifying the younger man. "When you are ready, I will remove the barrier."

With most of the evening to himself, he had time to contemplate the possibility of being an omega to his previous teacher. Why would Fate put them together? _Because he has never favored me … he doesn't see me as a savior or the boy who lived. He sees just me … a young man trying to find his place in the world. _When he recalled the decision, he took a deep breath, let it out and then stated "Alright, take it down."

"Before I do, cast a body shield." Waiting for the small amount of time for him to do what needed to be done, he removed the barrier. His nasal passages were hit with the over whelming sweetness that slipped through the crack under the door. He was literally, controlling his urge to barge in the room and take Harry. Damning the consequence, he reached for the door handle, turned the door to open it to reveal _his_ omega in the middle of the room.

"Well?"

Taking another deep breath, of the scent flooded room, he let out a growl as he strode to his mate, "You … Are … Mine". The closer he became the stronger the smell. Forgetting the shield was in place, as his hormones were taking over, he slammed into the invisible wall that was keeping him from his mate. "Lower the shield, and let me claim you."

"No."

"Fine." Raising his wand, "Finite Incantatem." The magic left the end of his wand, to only be met with a stronger shield than he was anticipating. The alpha was becoming enraged as he was being prevented from claiming what was rightfully his after waiting twenty years.

"We really need to have a talk."

Severus wasn't himself … the hormones were literally in full swing. His mate was stopping him! "After I claim you."

Harry, reached out, extending the shield and touched the older man's shoulder, as if to bring him back to the present. "Sev. I can feel you in here" bringing his other hand to his chest, he tapped the center where his heart was located "and smell your pheromones. Everything in me is telling me that you are my alpha." Dropping his hand, he averted his eyes to the floor "but … we can't ... not yet."

Severus reeled in his behavior hearing that his omega accepted the bond between them. _He just needs a little bit of space …and reassurance. _Returning to his normal chocolate silk voice, "We **will** discuss this new pet name you are so determined to give me." Settling himself a bit further he continued. "You accepting this bond, settles me … to a point. You need to know though, because you have accepted the fact that we are each other's mate, you will have your first heat cycle, **very** soon. Leaving me with no other choice but to let me claim you."

"Bugger it all." Harry looked at him. "I hate it when your logical!" Turning on his heel, he paced his room. _Bugger! Shite! Damn! … … Fine, if he must, …. _"Then, I want a wizards oath from you, that once you bite me and claim me as your mate, you not take this relationship any faster than it needs to be until I come into heat."

Without any hesitation whatsoever, "I, Severus Snape, swear on my magic that I will not push my omega mate, Harry Potter, in this relationship, until such time as he begins his first heat cycle. So mote it be."

_I was hoping we had a little more time. Crap! Time to get this over with. _Lifting his wand in the air, he removed the shield. With the shield gone, Severus pressed their bodies together with his hands wrapped around his back.

"Mine." Placing his lips on the space where the neck meets the shoulder, just below the ear, he gave it a cursory lick before his canines elongated, and bit into his omega, claiming him. As the skin broke, he could feel the blood rush into his mouth, and hear his little mate moan with pleasure. With the blood filling his mouth, he could feel Harry becoming infused into his body. Satisfied, that the connection was made, the teeth withdrew, returned to normal then with a lick, and sealed the puncture wound. Continuing to place feather light kisses on the young man.

Neither of them seemed to notice, while one was claiming the other, Severus had pushed Harry down to the floor dominating over him. "Oh bloody hell!" With his senses returning, he discovered that he was pinned under the weight of his alpha. With just a whisper, "You can get off now."

Looking down on his new mate, he could tell that he was uncomfortable. Carefully removing his body, and coming to an upright position, held a hand out to help his mate up off the floor. With both of them standing, Severus held his new mate, and walked them to the bed. Sitting very close he reached to hold the smaller hand in his. "Mine."

Harry began to chuckle to himself … causing a confused look to be returned. "You know, I think this is the first morning that you are awake without your coffee." He said with a smile.

"I have been up a while. I've had my standard three cups, a shower and a body full of nerves waiting." Intertwining their fingers together "We can't be separated today. This bond needs physical or close proximity contact."

Releasing an exasperated sigh, he knew his new alpha was serious. As he was about to call for his elf when he remembered "Has Dobby come back yet?"

"Yes, he popped into my room around midnight. I sent him to Paul's Pensive to pick up our order." Using the pad of his thumb to stroke the back of his mates hand. "I suspect he should be here anytime now though." Softly stroking the back of Harry's hand, his alpha was prideful and didn't want to let him go … ever "We now know that one day here is only 1 hour there. So we could spend an entire month down here with only 1 day passing up top" Stopping for a moment, he remembered "Minnie?"

As this little elf was bonded to him and his family, she could locate her master … even if he was somewhere unplottable. The little elf appeared next to his master "Yes, Master Snape what can Minnie do for you?"

"Minnie, my newly claimed mate and I, are in need of breakfast, can you help?"

The little elf looked confused, "Anything for you Master." With another pop the elf was gone again.

"There, now that food is on its way, let's go to the living room ... so we can talk."

Severus led him out of the bedroom, continuously holding his hand. When the hallway opened into the living room, he waited for Harry to come to his side. Looking down at his mate, a smile broke across his face. Reaching the sofa's, Severus gestured that he take a seat, and then sat next to him, never letting his hand go.

"Here is what is going to happen." Severus was firm, but delivered the message with soft gloves. "For the next several days … you and I need to be inseparable. This includes sharing a bed." Looking at the panic over his little mate's face.

"No! We certainly will not share a bed!" Harry tried to get up and leave, but found it impossible as his hand was still being held. "I mean it. We are not."

Severus remained sitting, but gently pulled on Harry's hand. "Yes, we will." With the words coming out as a command, he saw Harry's body nearly comply. "Now, have a seat."

Without the control of his body, feeling as though he were under the imperious curse, he sat down. "What the bloody hell made me do that?"

Severus, pulled his little mate into his lap. "It is further proof that I am yours." Taking in a deep breath, he could still smell the sweet scent. "As your alpha, if I use a particular tone when issuing a command, you will have no other choice but to comply." When he saw the panic begin to start "No, I will not abuse this. I have seen more than my fair share of people being manipulated. I will not do that to you, unless you are in danger and refuse to listen."

Harry thought about that for a moment. "Trouble does have a knack for finding me." It was then, that Severus let go of his hand and wrapped his arms around his waist. "However, this is still weird."

Severus let out a chuckle. "I would agree."

The two men sat in silence when Minnie popped back, "Master, I have breakfast ready, I did not know what your mate would like to eat, so I made a little bit of everything."

"Thank you Minnie, that will be all." With another pop the little elf left. "Let's go see what she made… shall we?" urging Harry off his lap, before he stood, they walked hand in hand to the table. When they approached the table, Severus finally let go of his mate's hand, only to pull a chair out for him to sit.

Harry took the seat, with a scoff. "You don't have to do this."

Once he knew that Harry was comfortable in his chair, he pulled the chair out next to his mates and sat next to him. "Yes, I do." Without another word, he picked up his mate's plate and began to fill it with various food. Setting the plate back in its original place, "Please, enjoy this meal with me." Then proceeded to fill his own with the same amount.

Together they ate in silence. Both of them thinking of the situation they found themselves in, with very different outcomes.

"Harry?" He was half way though his meal when he set his utensils down, and turned to face him. "I have been giving the age gap between us considerable thought." Waiting a moment. "I started thinking on it since last night. When I did, I had to face a lot of truths." Reaching for his glass of orange juice, he took a sip as if to quench the desert he seemed to have in his mouth. "One of those truths is that I am twenty years your senior. Another truth, I will be seen as a death eater who is mated to the boy who lived" He could see Harry roll his eyes when he referred to him by that name. "The last truth, which was the hardest, was you have only seen me in a position of power." With another drink of the juice, he shifted in his chair. "I have a solution, that you may or may not find agreeable." Waiting for Harry to say anything, but said nothing, he continued. "I can brew a potion that will regress my age to 18. It will have to be approved by the proper authorities before I can even purchase one ingredient."

"What happens when you regress? Will you lose your knowledge, your potion mastery?"

"If the application is approved, I will keep everything. I will still be a potion master; I will still have all the knowledge that I possess. The only thing that will be different is that I will not be as scary to others … a deterrent if you will, to keep other alpha's away."

Thinking for a moment before he answered. "Maybe 18 is too young. Could you possibly regress to maybe 26? This makes the gap only 8 years."

"I will have to consult a lot of libraries and other potion masters to make sure that I obtain the knowledge to brew the potion to only go back to that age." Waiting for any further questions. "I will only get to do this once in my lifetime. The guidelines are very clear."

With silence, he looked up to his older mate "If people think you are dead, how can you even apply to create the potion? I mean … this is a big thing."

"Why don't you think about it. When you reach your decision, let me know." Satisfied that his suggestion was welcomed, they returned to their breakfast.

As the meal concluded, once again, Severus held the chair out for Harry and led them to the library. As they approached the room it was Harry who said "When the pensieve's arrive, we ought to start immediately with Dumbledore's memories. The more evidence we collect; the better chance we have of you remaining a free wizard."

Severus, lead them to the circular couch, helped him down the stairs before sitting next to him. "We could begin to separate relevant from irrelevant." Harry was nodding his head in agreement, but there was something else bothering him. Shifting so that he was facing his new soon to be lover and clasping his hand over the younger man hands "What is bothering you?"

"I remember reading somewhere that we will have to inform the ministry of our bond."

"We will, but only after your first heat."

Waiting a moment, "Even when my heat is done, we still can't. If I come to decide that I want you to regress in age, you can't. Just because people think you are dead."

"One step at a time Harry." Removing his hands from the young man, he wrapped an arm around his mates shoulders and held him. "Let's concentrate on my trial. Then, we will address the age regression and registering our bond." Not knowing if it would be received, he placed a chaste kiss on his forehead.

Harry immediately pulled away. "I know I accepted your kisses earlier, but now that I am no longer under the influence of the omega hormones … I'm not ready for that." While he pulled away, he did continue to stay with Severus' arm around his shoulders. "However, this … is not so bad."

"Then this is where we shall start. Now, in the meantime, while we are waiting for the delivery of the pensieve's, we can get to know each other." Severus, felt a tickle of pain, in his abdomen. _I heard stories that the alpha can feel the final change happen, if they are with them. That has to be what I am feeling._ Then he saw Harry, double over, grab his stomach and yell out.

"It's the final stage of your change." Picking up his young mate, bridal style, he carried him to the master bedroom. "You will experience a few more nasty cramps, and before you ask, I can give you a strong pain potion." The body in his arms, relaxed significantly "You should experience them for the remainder of the day, and by tomorrow they should stop." Using wandless magic, Severus had the covers turned down so that he could place the young man in the bed. "Now, I don't want to command you in bed. So, please don't be stubborn." He watched his head agree. "I don't have what I need to brew a strong pain potion for you … it will take me about an hour to brew one for you." Patting him on the arm, as he was fighting the urge to lean down and kiss him. "I will be back as soon as I can."

Harry watched him leave the room. _Of course my body is changing! I can smell him …_then it hit him like a ton of bricks landing without any cushion on a concrete sidewalk …_ oh blimey. My body is getting ready to into heat!_ Using a bit of wandless magic, he summoned the book on omegas. When the book casually floated into the room, and into his lap the search began. It didn't take him long to find what he was looking for.

**_Omega Maturity_**

_When a male omega reaches maturity the body pushes for the final changes. The formation of the birth canal finishes, as well as the womb. When this occurs, the male omega experiences painful cramps, much like when he turned seventeen. Once the cramps subside he will need to be either isolated or with his alpha as he will enter his first heat 24 hours after the changes were initiated. _

_A male omega reaches maturity two ways. The first is naturally, when he reaches his eighteenth birthday. The second is in the presence of his alpha. _

He quit reading. _This is really happening. Bollocks! I'm not ready! _ With the realization that his body was ready before his mind, he began to cry.

As Severus re-entered the master bedroom, he found Harry curled up in the fetal position, crying into his knees. "Hey … I know you're in pain." Reaching his bed side, he handed him potion. "Here, take this." He watched as Harry unfurled himself enough to swallowed every drop.

"I wasn't crying over the pain …even though it does feel as though that sixty-foot basilisk is crawling inside me… but its this" he pointed to the page in the book that lay open. He watched as his mate read the pages, and then looked back. "I think we better spend the day getting to know each other."

With a smile on his face. "Yes, it would seem." Standing, he walked to the other side of the bed, to sit next to Harry. "I propose that we share something the other doesn't know. Like You already know that I am a potion master. I wouldn't tell you that. However, I would tell you that my father was a drunk and very abusive."

Harry sat stunned. He never expected to hear pure honesty. Choosing to return the honesty he revealed "I was raised by abusive muggles." Harry heard a low growl come from his partner. He had read somewhere, in one of the books, that alpha's protect their omega's. Happy that he had already taken care of this issue he simply said "If you go to my study, the second drawer on the left hand side, you will find that I have taken care of them."

The revelations went on throughout the day, with Dobby eventually coming back with the pensieve's. Severus asked that they be set up in the library, where they would both be more comfortable. It wasn't until the evening, as they were sharing their meal that Severus asked "The pain potion should have worn off a few hours ago .. are you feeling anything?" He watched as Harry rub his hand over his stomach and shake his head in a negative fashion. "I took a wizard's oath, that I wouldn't push this relationship any faster than you were willing until you entered your first heat. I need to know if you are still uncomfortable with me sharing this heat with you."

"I believe I am. I am not ready to even kiss you." Harry took his hand. "I also know that I will not be in control of my body because it knows you are here. It doesn't matter if I am ready or not, I will not be sated until I am joined with you." He blushed.

Severus lifted his chin with a finger. "You are correct. We couldn't stop this even if we tried. However, I can cast contraceptive charms, on me, to prevent you from becoming pregnant, so that we have more time to bond."

"I would like that."

"That is what I will do … for you." Pulling Harry into his arms. "Now, get some rest. We will be rather busy for the next few days."

***TBC***

Please remember to leave a comment, hit the like, fave, or follow button to let me know you are in enjoying this story!


	6. Memories
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Chapter Six – Memories

Harry woke up six days later to the realization he no longer had the urge to jump all over Severus. _Thank Merlin we used the contraceptive charm … or I **would **be pregnant! How in the world would I ever be able to bring a child or children into this world when I have barely begun to like their other father? _ Stretching to ease some muscle tension out of his body decided a shower would help relax his muscles more. Checking on his now still sleeping mate, he slipped out of bed careful not to disturb him and tiptoed to the bathroom.

Turning on the taps to wait for the hot and cold water to merge into his perfect temperature, he looked to check for a towel that was nearby. Once the shower had reached its optimal temperature he stepped directly under the running water with it pounding on his sore shoulders, feeling the soreness get beaten out of him, a small groan escaped his lips. Feeling more like himself he started on his ritual of cleaning, top to bottom, the hair was first to be washed, … twice just to get all the sweat and grime out. Hair clean … now for the body. Grabbing his hand towel and soap, he began washing all of him, paying careful attention to be more delicate, but just as thorough, in the most tender of areas. Once he deemed himself clean, his muscles more relaxed, he opened the shower door only to come face to face with a really agitated alpha.

Thinking quickly, and not really caring that his alpha was standing there while water dripped down his naked form looking at him with his patented scowl on his face. "I had to get clean … and relax some really stiff muscles." Grabbing the towel, from the towel rack, he proceeded to dry himself off. Once his hair was towel dried, and his body mostly dry, he wrapped the towel around his waist. Brushing past a still upset alpha, he headed to the sink to brush his teeth.

_His mate mark … a thing of absolute beauty. _Shaking himself back to the present "That is not the point ... you have to tell me where you are going."

With the toothbrush in one hand and the toothpaste in the other, he swung around waving the toothbrush in his face "No, I don't, not if I am still in this house!" turning back around he was stopped as a hand was placed on his lower arm. Not wanting to truly piss him off, he turned.

"Harry." Severus reeled in his emotions. He couldn't find the words he wanted and released his hold on his omega. He knew he had messed up … but damn his alpha hormones! "I'm going to shower."

_When has he ever backed down? _Shrugging off the interaction, Harry went back to the sink to finish his personal hygiene routine. With his teeth brushed and flossed, it was time to explore the closet he had not used since his guest had come to stay. Checking out the multitude of clothing that is accessible, he settled on a pair of loose fitting jeans and a pullover. Just as he was about to leave the closet, he passed his shoes … _Screw it, I'm going barefoot_ and left his shoes off. With him emerging from the closet fully dressed, sans shoes, he bumped into a damp Severus.

"When I get dressed, we need to talk." Then strode past him.

"Ummm, sure. I'll just get breakfast started." Leaving the room, he could feel an emotion that wasn't his own and realized that it was Sev's. _He's upset. _Thinking for a moment on how to help make things better he got a wonderful idea _I will make his favorite breakfast. _With a purpose in mind, he made for the kitchen only to find that breakfast was already made. "Dobby?"

A little elf, that he didn't recognize popped in view "Dobby, isn't here at the moment. He went to fetch something for your coupling."

"Then who made …" using his arm to sweep across that table "all of this?"

"I did. Dobby told me all of your favorites and I combined them with my masters."

_Her master? … Severus?_ "Oh, you are Minnie … right?"

"Yes, Master."

"Please call me Harry, and thank you for all your work." The little elf was confused but popped out of sight anyway.

_Coffee … _ It was like his body was on autopilot. Make the coffee, then make the plate of food. It wasn't until his mate came into the room to burst his little bubble.

"Not waiting for me?" He had a smile on his face.

"Nope. I'm hungry." He proceeded to begin eating his breakfast, as Severus made his first cup of coffee. "Feel better now that you're clean?" With the words out, he sat down next to Harry.

"Yes." Taking another sip of his hot coffee, he turned in his seat to face his younger mate. Putting the cup down on the table, he reached for the collar of Harry's shirt and pulled down to see the new marking on his neck. With a satisfied grin, he let the shirt go and took another sip of his coffee. "I did say we were going to talk about that little pet name you are determined to give me."

Startled "What pet … oooooh" it dawned on him what name "You mean calling you Sev?"

"Yes." Taking another sip of his coffee "Your mother was the only one I allowed to call me by that name. After your mother's death, I made sure people understood, that I was never to be called Sev again." With another drink of his coffee "Now, you are determined to call me by that name, and since I have had time to reflect, I've decided. I will allow the use; you are my mate. I don't want anyone to think I have gone soft; you will only use that pet name for me in private." Looking over to his new mate shoveling another fork full of food in his mouth he could only smile. "Now, that is settled, how are you feeling?"

Swallowing the mouth full he was chewing, "Still sore. I have muscles that hurt that I didn't even know I had ... and that's saying something." After years of playing quidditch, he thought he knew every muscle in his body and how it could hurt after intense play time. He had been hit with bludgers, nearly fell to his death off his broom, performed stunts that required muscles that he trained … but today? No. He hurt. Picking up another fork full of food, he shoveled it in his mouth.

"I can give you a mild muscle relaxant and mild pain potion. With those two combined you should feel next to nothing" Mesmerized by the foul eating habits of his mate, _Did he always eat like this at school? _Sitting drinking his coffee he began to run through all his memories … _No, he didn't. _When he returned, after the summer, he would eat nothing more than a pittance. It wasn't until the end of the school year that he would actually eat a full plate of food. "After I finish this cup, I will go and get what you need."

Acknowledging the statement with a grunt, he went back to his food. With another mouthful swallowed "Hey Sev?" He saw his mate raise his eyebrow "What did your elf mean when she said that Dobby went to get us a gift for our coupling?"

"When he returned with our pair of pensieve's, I asked him to get something for me …to give to you." Downing the last of his cup he stood to make cup number two. "It's tradition for the alpha to bestow a gift to their omega upon their first coupling." Mixing in his creamer and sugar, he stirred the liquid and then joined Harry at the table once again. This time, there was a plate filled with food in his spot. When he looked over at the young man, he just got a smile in return. "I suppose you want me to eat all of … that?" Sitting back in his chair, with the plate in front of him, his omega just nodded his head. "I can't eat much … I ate the small meal Dobby prepared before our last coupling."

Harry stopped, looked over at Severus, then went back to his plate. The last six days were nothing more than a blur. He only really remembers feeling flushed, and an overwhelming urge to have sex before his hormones took over his conscious mind. He does recall spots where Severus had to threaten him within an inch of his life to stay awake long enough to eat something before sleeping. _I wonder if that is when he was eating?_ When the heat was over, he was just super sore and had very little memories of the actual event.

"Don't think too hard. You'll hurt yourself." Trying his luck, he put a hand on Harry's thigh under the table. When he wasn't met with resistance, he left it there then began eating. _At least this is a major improvement from before our mating. _"If you're thinking that you need to return the gift, the answer is no."

_His hand is on my thigh! Do I want him touching me? We did just finish mating but am I really ready for this aspect of our relationship … without the influence of the heat? _"I wasn't thinking about that ... but good to know." Choosing to leave it alone, he finished up the last bits on his plate. "If memory serves, we were going to start sorting through memories before my body decided that it was time to reach maturity."

"Yes. I believe that should be our priority today." Taking a moment or two, he watched as Harry cleaned up his area, took his plates to the sink and start walking out of the room. Pulling his hand now back into his own lap, "That reminds me. Dobby told me that Minerva sent her memories, with a letter."

That stopped him. "Where?"

"The library. You go, read it and I will right behind you."

When Harry reached the library, the letter was on the sunk in the couch, along with two vials. He felt silly feeling as though the vial would explode or that he would be port keyed away… but life had taught him to be more than cautious. As he walked down the steps to approach the letter, he noticed a hand-scrawled a note on top … "I've already checked it … SS" Feeling as though a weight had been lifted from his shoulders, he sat on the couch, ripped the Hogwarts seal and began to read.

**MM**

_Harry and Severus:_

_After you left my office, with Dumbledore's memories, I began to think about how I could help you. I am not going to be objective looking at my own memories and thought they might help you in some way. _

_I've included two vials. The first is the incident where Severus was rescued. The second one is a memory of an Order meeting. I had not given this one any thought until you both left. _

_I do hope that you find these helpful. _

_Minerva_

_**MM**_

Putting the letter down, he wanted to badly open the vial, pour it into the pensieve and watch. As he reached for the two little tubes, he stopped. Something was nagging him to wait. _What in the name of Merlin?! _Just as his hand was about to touch one of the little tubes, a voice stopped him.

"I hope you are not going to indulge your Gryffindor side and watch that without me." Severus walked into the room seeing his mate's hand about to reach the vial. "Did you feel the urge to NOT to do what you wanted?" He saw Harry's head nod. "Good, that part of our bond is working." Making his way to the sunk in couch, he sat next to a very stunned Harry. "Here," pushing out two colored vials "this is for your pain." He handed over the vials to his younger mate and watched as he drank them both with a shudder at the completion of the second. "We still have much to discuss regarding our bond, but the next time you have an urge to go against your normal behavior, know that is me, trying to have some influence over you."

If a jaw could have hit the floor, Harry's would be there. Closing his mouth to regain himself "You said that you would never manip …"

"Yes, I did. It wasn't so much as manipulating you, as I was just hoping that you would wait for me." Confusion was all over his face. "I can send feelings to you. Such as what you experienced. It is your decision to follow them or not. I just provide you with an alternative." Clearly the explanation didn't sink in … "Are the potions working?"

"Yes, thank you." He really was. There was very little pain in his body. It was like the mating never happened.

With just a nod, he asked: "What did Minerva have to say?"

Harry handed the letter over. _Can he project an alternative? Not manipulate? I still have a choice?_

"Harry?" Severus called his name. "Harry?" Trying again, _He must be thinking about what I just said. Typical._ Giving him a nudge to pull him out of his thoughts. The young man visibly looked a bit disorientated. "Ready to see what gem we have here?" With only a nod of the head as a response, he stood, held out a hand to help his young mate up. "Bring the vials."

Harry used his free hand to scoop up the two vials. Severus was very sweet and allowed him up the stairs first, with a hand placed on his lower back. "I don't know which is which … she didn't label them."

"Okay. Just pick one, pour it in, and we will see what we got." Watching as Harry picked one of the vials, he uncorked the stopper and poured the contents into one of the pensieve's that Dobby had set up. They didn't order the largest ones; they had intended to watch separately. "I suggest, that we dip a finger in."

With just a nod, both men dipped a finger in and fell through space into Minerva's memory.

***Minerva Memory***

_The boys landed in Grimmauld Place. They watched as all members of the Order were present. He listened as Dumbledore concluded the meeting._

_"Then" the headmaster started "If that is all …?" Waiting a moment in case someone had something to add. "you are dismissed until we are needed to meet again."_

_People regrouped to talk about things like the twins' new shop, or how the dragon tamer is making out in Romania. Topical conversation pieces. Everything seemed completely normal until …_

_"Minerva. If I may have a word?" Dumbledore approached her and pulled her aside. "I am concerned about our young Harry." Trying to pull her further away from the group so that he is not overheard. "He has a wild imagination … don't you agree?" Minerva nodded her head. "Then, let's not encourage such behavior …" And walked off._

_Charlie just gave his mom a hug said "I gotta take care of a new dragon that came in. You guys really ought to come and visit." Giving his mother a kiss on the cheek, he headed to the door calling out "I'll see ya later." and left out the front door. Bill was in the side room talking to Fred and George about something, then the twins were gathered around Harry, Hermione, and Ron. Alastor was in the process of leaving_

The memory gets really fuzzy, people, places, and voices are all distorted. The two men just looked at each other before Severus explained "This is the part of the memory that has been obliviated. Because we are able to see, and hear something, it is proof that she has tried to recall the memory on her own, but was unable to do so."

Harry nodded his head, and next thing the memory re-starts.

_Charlie is standing in front of Minerva now, and they are no longer in Grimmauld Place. Instead, they stand outside in the day time, in a park where small children are playing. _

_"Don't you think, that is a wonderful idea?" Charlie asks._

_Without a hitch, she responds. "Yes. I think it would be wonderful for you to have your own little one."_

_With a nod of his head, he stands up, stretches, and walks away. Leaving Minerva to sit on the park bench alone._

**END MEMORY**

As both men emerged from the memory, Severus was internally thinking while Harry was externally thinking.

"Well, that explains why she brushed me off about the Philosophers Stone." He stormed off. "What is with that man? Seriously? First, he steals from my vault and now he is trying to get others to not believe me?" he let out a groan of frustration. "I'm going to the kitchen to get a drink."

He didn't make it three steps before Severus was in front of him. "What do you mean, he was stealing from your vaults?"

"Apparently, he had assigned himself to be my magical guardian. As you know if you are a guardian you have access and control, to a lot of the child's … life, money, and family. Well, he decided it was best to take money from me." Turning back around and walking a few steps before he turned quickly and started again. "Did you know he paid those people to keep me safe? Seriously! He paid them handsomely and yet they treated me like I was a house elf in the Malfoy residence!"

When the words left him his older mate was there holding him in his arms comforting him. "I didn't know. None of us knew. Dumbledore told us that you were safe there and no harm would ever come to you." He placed a light kiss on the top of his head. The young man he held just broke down into sobs. "Come sit with me."

The older man wrapped his arm around the younger male's shoulder and led him to the couch. Without even thinking about what he was doing, when Severus sat down, Harry just crawled into his lap, placed his head on his shoulder and cried some more. It took time, but the sobs turned to light sniffles, that eventually turned into a heavy Harry who was breathing in his alpha's scent that calmed him into sleep. _I'll let him sleep for a bit. _Making sure that he was deep, he carefully picked him up, and laid him in the spot where he was sitting so that he could continue to smell his alpha. Positive that Harry was not waking, he went back to the pensieve and watched the memory again. Determined to pay careful attention to where people where he put his finger in the pensive and let it carry him into the memory.

**Minerva's Memory*** **_(_This is thought)**_ (This is the memory)_

_"Then" the headmaster started "If that is all …?" Waiting a moment in case someone had something to add. "you are dismissed until we are needed to meet again."_

_People regrouped to talk about things like the twins' new shop, or how the dragon tamer is making out in Romania. Topical conversation pieces. _Carefully taking note of where people went, knowing that the headmaster was about to pull Minerva into a private nook, noticed that Dumbledore was in the kitchen with Molly when she was approached.

**_That wasn't the headmaster!_**_ "Minerva. If I may have a word?" Dumbledore approached her and pulled her aside. "I am concerned about our young Harry." Trying to pull her further away from the group so that he is not overheard. "He has a wild imagination … don't you agree?" Minerva nodded her head. "Then, let's not encourage such behavior …" And walked off._

_Charlie just gave his mom a hug said "I gotta take care of a new dragon that came in. You guys really ought to come and visit." Giving his mother a kiss on the cheek, he headed to the door calling out "I'll see ya later." and left out the front door. Bill was in the side room talking to Fred and George about something, then the twins were gathered around Harry, Hermione, and Ron. Alastor was in the process of leaving … Who is missing? The missing person bugged him. _

Waving his wand, he had the memory play slowly over the fuzzy sections. He could hear, "But you won't remember a thing." But the voice was distorted. Well, that confirms the obliviation.

The background changed a few times, first, it was dark, then very bright, then overwhelmed with a smell of pine, before seeing a lot of green. That is when the memory becomes clear.

_Charlie is standing in front of Minerva now,in the daytime, in a park where small children are playing. "Don't you think that is a wonderful idea?" Charlie asks.** Wasn't he heading back to the dragon reserve?**_

_Without a hitch, she responds. "Yes. I think it would be wonderful for you to have your own little one."_

_With a nod of his head, he walks away. Leaving Minerva to sit on the park bench alone._

**_Doesn't Charlie normally say goodbye? I'm going to need to ask Harry when he wakes._**

**END MEMORY**

Pulling from the memory, he had many questions. Most of them directed at Harry. Looking in his direction, he could see the young man beginning to stir, and went to sit by his head. He could hear small noises coming from his mate, and placed a hand on his head to stroke his hair to provide him with comfort. "You slept about an hour." Stroking his hair, he could see the emerald eyes open to meet his. "Do you feel better?"

Harry sat up, forcing Severus to stop the wonderful stroking. "Yeah. Thanks."

"Harry, it is my pleasure to take care of you." He scooted closer and put his arm around his shoulder. "That is what an alpha does for their omega." When those words left his mouth, he felt Harry snuggle into him a bit more. "While you were resting, I decided to go back into the memory."

"Yeah?"

"Yes. I found that the one we assumed to be Dumbledore, the one who told Minerva to ignore your fanatical and crazy words was NOT the real headmaster." He could hear Harry say "ah" before he continued. "I do have a question. When Charlie leaves anyone, what is his normal habit?"

Pulling out of Severus' side, "Charlie?" Thinking about all of their interactions. "We haven't hung out much, but what I have noticed, is that he always hugs and or gives her a peck on the cheek of his mother coming and going. He will sport new burns nearly every time we see him." Thinking some more "Oh, he usually if not always invites us to the reserve. He's been trying to get one of us out there since I met the family, my first year. Why?"

"Most curious. The Charlie that left Minerva in the park didn't say a word about the dragon or appeared to have any burns on his , the one at the Order meeting did." Letting that process a moment. "I believe we have a chameleon on our hands."

"A what?"

"A chameleon. They have the capability of shifting into anyone or any animal at any time, without the aid of the poly juice. They are not common as they don't appear, and when it does, they must register with the ministry and be subjected to wear an amulet that keeps track of them at all times. They are required to register as there were multiple instances where a chameleon would pose as someone else and wreck a life or steal someone's money."

"Is that why the goblins insist on a drop of your blood to prove your identity?"

"Yes. As you can imagine they can wreak havoc. So to protect themselves, they voluntarily register and subject themselves to a monitoring charm, this was before the amulet. Since then, anyone who inherits this ability must be registered and tracked." Harry just sat with his mouth open. "Close your mouth it isn't becoming." Watching as the mouth closed he continued. "So that means we are dealing with a chameleon who is not registered."

Harry just looked at his mate. "I suppose we wouldn't glean much from the memory of the night I killed him."

"On the contrary." Removing his arm from the shoulder, he went for the hand and held it. "We need to watch it, as it may help us with another clue to who is our dear chameleon." Pulling away from his side, "Are you up for the second memory?"

Feeling more like himself, he gathered his strength and nodded his head. As they reached the pensieve, Severus removed the first memory, and then encouraged him to empty the vial of the second into the now ready stone bowl. With just a nod, both men stuck their fingers into the waters and felt the fall.

***Minerva's Memory***

As Harry's beam defeated Voldemorts, she watched as the dark lord broke up into a million pieces then carried off into million dust bits by the wind. Once sure that the evil had been vanquished she turned her attention to the other people who fought, as she knew some of them would need medical attention.

When she heard "Professor! Professor!" did she see Hermione and Ron running and yelling as they approached.

"My dear, calm down." She watched as the two young bodies bent over, holding onto their knees catching their breath. When Ron stood he began to talk.

"Harry just ran by here, asking where Professor Snape was." He looked over to Hermione.

"Yes, he seemed rather insistent that he find the man."

Thinking for a moment, "I will check on Poppy to see if she could us a hand, and I will be right along."

The pair hurried off in another direction.

The memory went fuzzy again, it wasn't long this time. Before she found herself running behind the pair of children who needed her. She was maybe fifteen-twenty feet behind them.

All three out of breath, but it was Hermione who began talking between gasping for breath. "Where. Is. He?"

"We can't talk here."

***End Memory***

"Well, that's not very helpful!" Harry left the stone bowl upset "She already told us all of that."

Severus grabbed his wrist and turned him around. "Yes, but now we can go back and take a closer look. Pause the memory, look at the surroundings."

Harry stilled. "I am not very good at details … as I am sure you know. Why don't you go back there alone. I'll sit out here, reading a quidditch magazine or something."

Severus let go of the wrist. "If you are sure. Make yourself comfortable. I'll be back."

Watching as his mate stuck his finger into the pensieve, he settled on the couch.

***Minerva's Memory – with Severus Observations*** **This is thought **_This is the memory_

_As Harry's beam defeated Voldemort's, she watched as the dark lord broke up into a million pieces and was scattered by the wind. Turning her attention to the other people who fought, she knew some of them would need medical attention. _

**I am sorry I missed that_. Have to watch that again_**_ … _Stopping the memory, to re-watch the destruction of his former dark master brought about so much internal satisfaction for several reasons. His days of being a spy were over. His life was his to live. And most importantly, it was his mate was the one to bring about the end of the tyrant.

_When she heard "Professor! Professor!" did she see Hermione and Ron running and yelling as they approached._

_"My dear, calm down." She watched as the two young bodies bent over, holding onto their knees catching their breath. When Ron stood he began to talk._

_"Harry just ran by here, asking where Professor Snape was." He looked over to Hermione._

_"Yes, he seemed rather insistent that he find the man."_

_Thinking for a moment, "I will check on Poppy to see if she could us a hand, and I will be right along."_

Stopping the memory, he began to see who was around that could have heard Harry was going after him. Searching the faces of the people in the in the crowd, he identified nearly all of them, except one. **_Who are you?_**Thinking hard about the identity of the young man, he realized that the young man was in his house. **_Why can't I recall his name_**_? _Finding himself more frustrated, he let the memory play.

_The pair hurried off in another direction. _

_The memory went fuzzy again, it wasn't long this time. _Stopping the memory again, he took notice of the surroundings. They were nearly half way to the shack. **_So she must have told him on the run, and he cast the spell while moving._** It wasn't until he remembered where he learned that trick, did he cancel the remainder of the memory.

***End Memory***

Harry heard his mate behind him, inhale a gasp. When he turned, his mate announced, "I have an idea who is behind this."

"Really?" Without realizing what he was doing, he sent excitement and hope through their bond.

Severus walked to the couch and sat next to Harry. Reaching for his hand once again, to find comfort in the closeness, "Yes, a former death eater."

With the breath caught in his chest … _I thought …_ "Weren't all of them captured or …. dead?" The hope and excitement immediately gone, now replaced with fear.

Severus let go of his hand, and placed it around the shoulders instead, helping his mate snuggle closer to him. "The majority of them died, there were some who tried to escape and failed. I believe the ministry has them all. That is why this is most curious."

Taking a rather deep breath of his mate, his nerves calmed. "Are you certain?"

Letting out a little chuckle as Harry took several deep breaths to scent his mate, he continued. "In her memory, Minerva was running, when her memory returned. Voldemort taught us all how to do that when we gained his loyalty and trust." The name sent his mate stiff. "Calm, take a few more deep breaths." Harry removed himself from his side and straddled the potion masters lap just to place his head in the crook of his neck, where the mating mark was shown. "Take a nice deep breath." He could feel Harry's chest expand as his lungs filled with his scent "Now, let it go." The exhale came slowly. "Now, better?"

He didn't answer, instead, he simply removed himself from his mates' body, with a blush and sat back down and curled up into his side. Once he was settled. "Why did I do that?"

"You were becoming agitated, and my smell helps relax you." Watching as his mate, take in another breath, and let it go. "Now, as I was saying, it had to be a death eater because Auror's are not taught this maneuver until near graduation. Before a graduate learns this spell, they must agree to have a charm placed on them, that will signal the ministry if it were ever to be cast, thus launching a full-scale investigation. They must also agree to not to share this technique with anyone who does not know how under heavy penalties. Once the graduate agrees, the spells are cast and they are taught."

Pulling away from his has mate, to look up at him "Makes sense. So, what do we do now?"

"Now? We start going through my memories." He saw the confusion on his face, and had to deter the question before it left his younger mate's mouth "Our chameleon chose to hide right under our very nose." Stopping to find the strength what needed to be said, he just released the words "He is a Slytherin."

***TBC***

I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw that the number of people following this story was 86. HOLY COW! THANK YOU, THANK YOU, THANK YOU!


End file.
